



While ft’s the entanglemMrts of LfM omf the D^vU that are tackled this time around, keep In mind that the versa- 
tile Mario Bava directed In other genres as well. Including this comic book action-fantasy from 1967. 
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window.” In this case. 


It's Espartaco Santoni 
from lJ*m mnd the ObvH. 
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Digjng for Treasure an TV 


DO YOU HND YOURSELF 
overwhelmed when you go 
to the video store? Can't 
make a decision on what 
to rent and end up taking 
eight tapes home? No? I 
didn't think so. I'm the 
same way and rarely, if 
ever, set foot inside these 
places nowadays. There's 
nothing there for me. 
Most of us who have been 
into foreign films for 
awhile have long since 
exhausted the stock of 
these bland and generic 
libraries (if you're just get- 
ting started, I envy the dis- 
coveries that await you). 
That's part of why we need 
fanzines to help bring 
alternatives to light (and a 
multi-standard VCR — 
something I have yet to 
acquire — wouldn't hurt 
either). 

Television is gold. The 
more I collect and watch, 
the more I come to appre- 
ciate and admire the much 
maligned works of foreign 
film directors. There's a 
wealth of stuff out there if 
you know where to find it. 
Edgar (and Bryan] Wallace 
thrillers from Germany, 
masked wrestling movies 
from Mexico, Japanese sci- 
fi/horror that will blow 
your mind. . . the list is 
practically endless! 

But how does one build 
up a collection from noth- 
ing (or augment one that 
has a few gaps?)? One 
essential (and easy] prac- 
tice that anyone can adopt 


is to faithfully scrutinize 
your television listings 
every week. Over the past 
couple of years, indepen- 
dent channels have run an 
amazing number of non- 
American horror and 
exploitation films that 
were just ripe for the pick- 
ing. 

All you need is a VCR 
with a timer and a stock of 
blank tape. If you paid 
attention, to date you 
could have copies of Oiloff 
Against the Invisible Man 
(with Howard Vernon), 
Superbeast ('70s Filipino 
horror). Battle in Outer 
Space, Hercules Against 
Moloch (with Rosalba 
Neri) and The Vampire 
and the Ballerina (com- 
plete with the original 
Italian credits) just to 
name a few. Spanish lan- 
guage chaimels have aired 
Mex-epics along the lines 
of La Loba, El Imperio de 
Dracula and Santo y Blue 
Demon en el Mundo de los 
Muertos. Who knows 
what treasures next week 
could bring? 

The language barrier. 
What can a fan of foreign 
horror do if he doesn't 
understand the lingo? 
There are ways of getting 
around this handicap. 
Besides a very dog-eared 
Italian-English dictionary, I 
have a Spanish one as well 
(and plan to pick-up 
German and Japanese edi- 
tions sometime this year). 
Even a little bit of knowl- 


edge can go a long way 
when you're watching 
something without English 
subtitles. 

One might also consider 
picking one language and 
studying it a little more 
closely. Italian, Spanish, 
French and several other 
languages (including 
English) have their roots in 
Latin, so you probably will 
find thousands of words 
that are almost the same as 
inEngUsh. All you have to 
do is get used to the pro- 
nunciation. Understanding 
what the hell is going on 
during the talky bits in an 
otherwise engrossing hor- 
ror movie is a great moti- 
vator and besides, it's fun! 

Filmographies. I often 
get requests for these in 
connection with the stars 
covered in the "mini-pro- 
file" department. Well, 
this time around I do have 
what I hope is an extreme- 
ly comprehensive one for 
Helga Lin^ (see page 26). It 
was entirely too long for 
me to print here, so photo- 
copies are available to any 
interested parties who drop 
me an SASE. 

MIA. An article which I 
promised last issue has 
failed to materialize (so 
what else is new?). This 
time, it's the video com- 
parison of The Horrible Dr. 
Hichcock and The Terror 
of Dr. Hichcock. I decided 
to kick-off this new 
department with Lome 
Marshall's enlightening 
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(and thoroughly enjoyable) 
analysis of two differing 
prints of Mario Bava's Lisa 
e il Diavolo instead (start- 
ing on page 19). 

Classified ads. An- 
nounced last issue, these 
have been cancelled due to 
insufficient reader response. 

Mystery photo. On the 
back cover of last issue, it's 
Charles Quiney and Erna 
Scheurer, from Jose Luis 
Merino's Sczeam of the 
Demon Lover. 

Fanex 6. For those of 
you who haven't done so 
already, I recommend get- 
ting it in gear for what is 
undoubtedly the best annu- 
al horror film convention 
on the east coast. Last 
year, I had a great time 
meeting other fans and 
running my yap on the 
fanzines panel. 

This year's Fanex is to 
be held August 14-16 at 
the usual place (the 
Sheraton Baltimore North 
[in Towson, Maryland]). It 
would be nice if Barbara 
Steele (the projected guest 
of honor) shows up, but I'll 
believe it when I see her 
with my own eyes (and you 
can bet I'm keeping my fin- 
gers crossed). With or 
without her, it's going to be 
a good time. See you 
there? Call (410) 665-1198 
or write to Box 6220, 
Baltimore, MD 21206 for 
details. 

It's a gill. On 
Wednesday, April 8 at 
11:47 AM, my daughter 
Katelyn Marie came into 
the world. Naturally, I've 
been redirecting a lot of my 
energy her way. Raising a 
little girl is an experience I 
would recommend to any- 
one (having a kid is a 
blast!). Kinda puts every- 
thing in perspective for 
you. See you in another six 
months or so. Until then, 
enjoy this ish. ■ 


I X W O U L D 
B E A 

Bloody 

Shame... 



To Miss Another 
Issue Of Videooze! 


IF your mailing label says (4), this is your last issuel Why not get ViDEOOZE 
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in the businessi 
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LAST WEEKEND AT THE 
New York Fangoria Show, 
I picked-up from a dealer 
your illustrious zine. It 
was fantastic! I love your 
layout (it made me drool 
with envy) and your choice 
of reviews was both smart 
and enlightening; keep 
them obscure! 

However, I was a bit dis- 
appointed with Walter 
O'Hara's piece on Women- 
in-Prison pics. It was well 
written and nicely analytic, 
but how can you write a 
historical survey of WIP 
and NOT include any men- 
tion of Seventies pics like 
New World's The Big Doll 
House, Women in Cages 
and The Big Bird CageVA 
These three pics redefined 
and virtually jump-started 
the genre! European pro- 
ductions — Jess Franco's 
grimy schlock, the Italian 
Nazi craze, etc — were a 
direct attempt to cash in on 
Gorman's Filipino WIP 
flicks (and the lisa pics). 
O'Hara's article was enjoy- 
able, but he should have 
gave credit where credit is 
due. 

Mike Accomando 
Fairview, NJ 

I WAS SURPRISED TO 
find myself disagreeing 
with Steve Thrower's opin- 
ions about Fulci, in his Un 
Gatto nel Cervello review, 
as his Eyeball reviews were 
among the best I've read in 


a long time. I think he just 
missed the point. 
Nightmare Concert IS 
intended to be comical. 
Since his nearly deadly ill- 
ness in late 1984, Fulci has 
a different approach 
towards death, his favorite 
subject matter. He's not 
the "poet of macabre" any- 
more, he now envisions 
death as an event to lau^ 
at, not a dramatic one. 
Horror comedy has always 
been a doomed subgenre, as 
the films belonging to it are 
usually neither scary or 
funny. At least Un Gatto 
nel Cervello (as well as 
Touch of Death and 
Sodoma's Ghosts] managed 
to be absurdly over-the-top 
and utterly comical. 

Let's not forget that in 
the 1960's, before devoting 
himself to horror/thriller 
films, Fulci had achieved 
nationwide popularity, in 
Italy, writing and directing 
several farcical comedies. I 
think that such moments 
as the opening "waltzing/ 
chainsaw-dismember- 
ment" from Nightmare 
ConcertiTouch of Death, or 
the unbearable ugly wife 
murder are quintessential 
Fulci, as was the idea to 
use leftovers and clips from 
other directors' films to 
make the "ultimate Fulci 
gore film!" (By the way, 
there are very few 
sequences not directed by 
Fulci, in the film) I don't 
know whether you've seen 
Fulci's most recent films 


{Voices from Beyond and 
Doors of Silence)} now, 
THEY are crap! I found 
Nightmare Concert irre- 
sistibly funny. . . but 
maybe you shouldn't trust 
a man who digs Bruno 
Mattei film s! 

Simone Romano 

Pordenone, Italy 


I FIND IT SOMEWHAT 
amusing, and a little sad, 
that the whole "U.S. vs. 
foreign fanzines" debate 
has resurfaced. Sad mostly 
because, as time goes on, 
I'm beginning to agree 
more and more with Craig 
[Ledbetter] and the others. 
American fandom is in 
rather sorry shape now, and 
both the overseas fan publi- 
cations and the U.S. zines 
covering foreign product 
currently far outshine their 
domestic-oriented competi- 
tion. I say not with boast- 
fulness but with regret that 
SCAREAPHANALIA is One of 
the few remaining fanzines 
devoted to serious coverage 
of U.S. releases. And I 
don't think it's a question 
of the quality of the 
movies; as Craig or anyone 
else would probably admit, 
there's as much bad stuff 
coming out of Europe as 
there is out of America. 
It's probably more a matter 
of passion; since the Euro- 
product is harder to come 
by, its fans have to be more 
devoted, and passion for a 


subject always results in 
more thorough and intelli- 
gent coverage of it. 

What Dave [Szurek] 
might be upset about is the 
opinions of some writers, 
who seem to believe that 
European shit is better than 
American shit simply 
because it's European. 
That's not a point of view I 
agree with, but then I'm 
not about to tell someone 
not to express it. And I 
would much rather read a 
well-thought-out analysis 
of a foreign film, even one I 
dislike, than someone 
describing how they got off 
on the gore in the latest 
U.S. made-for-video slasher 
flick. 

Alichael Gingold 
New York, NY 


1 FELT WALT O'HARA'S 
WIP film overview wasn't 
so hot. First, the article is 
well written, it's just that it 
didn't do anything for me 
(and I Uke WIP films). I felt 
a page worth of space was 
wasted on the Reform 
School Girls poster. Maybe 
that page should have been 
used by Walt to flesh-out 
his article. Plus, tons of 
WIP films were not written 
about; particularly the 80's 
American WIP films like 
Chained Heat, Red Heat, 
Naked Cage, Caged Fury (a 
riotous blend of bad acting 
and pathetic plotting), Hell 
Hole (in an insane asylum 
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w/Edy Williams, Dyanne 
Thorne and lots of naked 
flesh), plus the pathetic 
send-up film Slammer 
Girls-, not to mention tons 
of '70s fare like Sweet 
Sugar, The Big Doll House, 
The Big Bird Cage, etc. 

The foreign scene also 
produced mega-loads of 
WIP films including Caged 
Women (Bruno Mattei 
directs Laura Gemser as 
she gets attacked by rats [a 
nasty scene] and wrestles 
in shit), Women in Cell 
Block 7, Women’s Prison, 
Escape, Sadomania, Island 
Women and lots more I for- 
get. This article was the 
only one I didn't much care 
for in the issue. 

Dan Pydynkowski 
Danvers, MA 


HEY, NICE WORK ON 
ViDEOOZE #3. WIP article a 
nice intro for those who 
have yet to min e this genre 
vein. And Blair Caplinger 
did a sensational piece of 
art! Is it for sale? Erika 
Blanc mini -profile remind- 
ed me of how great she is. 
Really loved her perfor- 
mance in The Devil’s 
Nightmare (or whatever 
title it's being given this 
week on video)! 

Tim Feriante 
Keyport, NJ 

Lamberto Bava recently 
unveiled a new thriller 
with Erika Blanc called 
Body Puzzle. — Ed. 


COOL FEATURE ON WIP 
movies (one of my fave 
genres), although I regard 
Reform School Girls as one 
of the weakest entries. 
Tried too hard to be a 
"spoof," I thought. Ever 
see Escape from Blood 


Plantation^. Pretty nasty. 
Remember Snake Pitl 
Quite harrowing, even 
without most cliched WIP 
"devices." How 'bout I 
Want to Livel Great. 
Naked Cage^. Hot stuff. 

Brian Johnson 
Greenville, PA 


YOUR FILM REVIEWS 
were fascinating, especially 
in view of the fact that I 
had seen The New York 
Ripper while I was in 
Malaysia, and had just seen 
Ms. Stiletto (obtained at a 
local rental store, of all 
things). I had no idea that 
the latter was supposedly 
based on the fumetto 


Isabella which I read years 
ago when I was in Europe. 
I have a copy of faccula, so 
that makes two films 
which were taken from 
fumetti. Were there more, 
do you know? I would 
dearly love to see a film 
based on Jolanda, or even 
to be able to find some 
issues of the comic, for that 
matter. 

Louis Smogor 
Greencastle, IN 


NO THANKS FOR SLAM- 
ming one of my favorite 
films. The Devil’s 
Nightmare ("entertainingly 
bad" indeed). I've been in 
love with this movie. 


which admittedly suffers 
from some poor dubbing, 
ever since I saw it at a 
drive-in as Satan’s 
Playthings (the second fea- 
ture was Orgy of the 
Vampires as. . . Vampire 
Playgirlsl). Some day I'll 
write down for you my 
analysis of how the "seven 
deadly sins" apply to each 
of the film's victims. You 
might get a chuckle out of 
it. 

Lome Marshall 
Glen Bnmie, MD 

Now there’s something I’d 
really like to see! The 
Shock Xpress book has a 
serviceable review of this 
film, but fails to elaborate 
on the “seven deadly sins” 
angle. — Ed. 


THE ARTICLE ON IMPORT 
Horror Video struck a 
nerve with me. I myself 
ordered a couple of videos 
from this outlet last year. 
After more than a month of 
not hearing from Mr. Hale, 
I sent out a note of inquiry. 
After no response for a cou- 
ple of weeks, I sent out 
another inquiry. The 
videos finally arrived about 
a week later, via UPS, with 
a note e^laining that Hale 
had been hospitalized 
recently and thus the delay. 
Needless to say, I have not 
ordered from Import Horror 
Video since. Hale has a 
great collection of foreign 
horror movies. It's too bad 
his service can't be of simi- 
lar quality. 

Richard Aldyama 
Honolulu, HI 


ViDEOOZE welcomes letters 
to the editor. Send them to 
Bob Sargent, P.O. Box 9911, 
Alexandria, VA 22304. 



THEY CAGED 
THEIR BODIES 

BUTNOT 
THEIR 
DESIRES 


Soft young 
girls 
behind 
hard prison 
bars... 
They’d do 
anything 
for a man - 




WV!*’ 


To poclfir thoo* of you who longed for something on 
TVie Big Doll Houmo, here’s an ad mat that didn’t make 
It into the article last issue. Enjoyl 


SUMMER 1992 VmEOOZE 5 


THE WEEKEND MURDERS (1970) 
aka Concerto per Pistola Solista 
Video Search of IVliami 

AN ALTERNATIVELY PLAYFUL AND TRANQUIL PRE- 
credit sequence is disrupted by the gruesome discovery of 
a dead body buried beneath the sand trap of a private golf 
course. The deceased (the identity of whom is not to be 
revealed for another 45 minutes or so) is resultant of sev- 
eral murders committed (and told in flashback) at a pre- 
sumably English country estate where a group of greedy 
relations assemble for a reading of the wealthy family 
patriarch's will in surroundings that are less than hos- 
pitable (i.e. the house they occupy is full of weapons). 
Hardly a classic, but great fun nevertheless, The 
Weekend Murders sports an exceptional European cast, 
an old plot line with some 
original twists that keep 
you guessing up to the very 
end, and a priceless investi- 
gation which is conducted 
by a Scotland Yard detec- 
tive and a bumbling local 
constable who all but trade 
places by the time it's all 
over. 

After a pair of prank 
murders, things quickly get 
out of hand with the real 
McCoy (and the butler is 
the first to snuff it). 

Amidst the racist attitudes, 
post-'60s fashions and 
witty prep-school repartee 
arrives the law to make a 
further mess out of things. 

One of their prime suspects 
is the mischievous boy- 
who-cried-wolf, Georgie, 
his craziness further evi- 
denced by an macabre 
faked suicide and an 
Oedipal complex which 
surfaces during a fruitless 
romp with sultry Orchidea 
De Santis (7 Cadaveri per 
Scotland Yard, I Racconti 


di Viterburi) as a flirtatious housemaid, that ends with 
the frustrated fellow fleeing her bed chamber with the 
disembodied laughter of his overbearing mother ringing 
in his ears. 

Like so many other Italian directors, Michele Lupo had 
tried his hand at sword and sandal epics {Revenge of the 
Gladiators, Goliath and the Sins of Babylon), westerns 
{Arizona Colt) and gangster movies {Mean Prank and 
Crazy Tony) with varying degrees of success. Here, he 
makes optimum use of his cast (no one is wasted, even 
the bit players) and fans of European B-movies will recog- 
nize such regulars as Giacomo Rossi-Stuart {Death 
Smiles on a Murderer, Kill Baby KiE), Evelyn Stuart {The 
Night Child, The Tail of the Scorpion) and Beryl 
Cunningham {Screamers, The Secret of Dorian Gray) 
putting in perfectly contemptible performances as a 
white-collar criminal, an 
adulteress and a gold-dig- 
ger, respectively, who all 
come to their very own 
(and much-deserved) ends. 
Relative newcomer Anna 
Moffo {Love Me, Baby, 
Love Me [also directed by 
Lupo]) is a captivating 
screen presence as poor 
Barbara; she's the woman 
most favored in the will, 
one half of a pair of star- 
crossed lovers, and the 
focus of animosity for the 
remainder of the family. 
Also quite good in their 
roles are Lance Percival as 
the pompous Inspector 
Grey and Robert Hundar 
who, even without much 
to say, is a malevolent pres- 
ence as the hulking valet. 

With the exception of 
De Santis' striptease and 
one luridly exploitative 
scene with Moffo doffing 
her garments, there is pre- 
cious little of the copious 
amounts of nudity that 
usually accompanies these 





Th 0 W»0k0n€l MurOwm <ni th» top <»f a ’70* double bill 
with The BImek B^tty at tfio Tkrmniuim. 
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Italian thrillers of the early VOs. And if you want a gore 
film, better turn to Fulci, because outside of a few near- 
bloodless bullet wounds, you're in for a letdown here. 
Gastone Moschin {The Godfather Part II, Sette Volte 
Sette [by Lupo again]) almost steals the show with his 
antics as Sergeant Thorpe, a character that seems intend- 
ed by the director as a crucial diversionary tactic intended 
to steer the viewer from the real issue of who the killer 
actually is (it is telegraphed early on that it is Thorpe who 
wUl ultimately solve the crimes). The film also gets the 
award for best massacre of a piece of classical music 
(Tchaikovsky's 1st Piano Concerto, in this instance 
accompanied by the sound of gunfire) which is rather 
striking in its initial use during the aforementioned pre- 
credit sequence. All in all, a colorful — if not stylish — 
mystery/comedy that is loaded with enough surprising 
role reversals, red herrings and riddles (timepieces 
controlling mechanical devices and some temporarily for- 
gotten photographs provide the final keys) to keep who- 
dunit lovers thoroughly entertained (it's a painless way to 
kill an hour and a half for everyone else). Incidentally, 
the film's original title. Concerto per Pistola Solista, 
comes from an observation Sergeant Thorpe makes about 
a sophisticated ruse set-up by the killer to derail the 
police investigation. 

—Bob Sargent 


BLADE OF THE RIPPER (1970) 

aka Lo Strano Vizio Della Signora Wardb 

Regal 

WHAT TYPIFIES AN ITALIAN THRILLER FROM ITS 
cousins — the fantasy and the horror genres — is that 
while the other two dwell in grue or the fantastic to sup- 
plement their faults, the thriller relies on convoluted and, 
at times, unintelligible plots. Anything goes just to keep 
its audience guessing. Who killed the girl? Was it him? 
Or was it her? Or maybe it was someone yet to be intro- 
duced to the plot. No matter what may seem obvious 
from the start, an Italian director is sure to toss in some 
screwy subplot or unsupporting character just to lead us 
astray. Director Sergio Martino is one of the bright stars 
in an otherwise dim night full of hacks. Despite some of 
the film's obvious faults. Blade of the Ripper ranks as one 
of the few good thrillers available on American video 
today (in three versions no less!). Ignore the inane dia- 
logue, an Italian thriller is to be savoured because of three 
consequential aspects: the images, the impossible plots, 
and the beautiful women. Martino's classic 1970 produc- 
tion has all three. . . and more. 

The beautiful-but-befuddled Mrs. Julie Ward (Edwige 
Fenech) has a problem. She believes that a sadistic ex- 
lover, Jean, is harassing her. To make things worse, this 
creep (played with marvelous sleaziness by Ivan 
Rassimov) could very well be the mysterious "sex killer" 
which is currently terrorizing Munich. Each day she 
receives a bunch of roses from a mysterious caller, and 
she suspects that they are bellicose reminders from Jean 


about their lurid affairs. You see, she and Jean were 
"blood lovers," that is they made love while cutting or 
torturing each other — a fact that she has kept her sexual- 
ly distant from her husband Neal, an American emissary 
to Germany. 

Bored of a husband she married for money rather than 
sex, Julie becomes involved with George (played by a 
debonair George Hilton), the cousin of her rich friend 
Carol. They meet at a party and it's lust at first sight. 
Besides having furious sexual interludes, George takes 
Julie's mind off the horrible reality of an ever-lurking 
Jean. Everything seems to be going well in Julie's life 
imtil her friend Carol is murdered by the mysterious "sex 
killer." It's aU downhill from there, and Julie begins what 
is to be the most horrifying set of experiences in her 
being. 

First Julie is threatened again with more parcels of 
roses (she secretly loves them, relishing the memories of 
Jean drawing blood from her with their sharp thorns), she 
is attacked in the basement garage of her apartment 
home, and she is getting increasingly paranoid. 
Convinced that Jean is the culprit, even though the man 
has alibis for every time one of the sex murders occurs, 
Julie drags her husband to Jean's home where they discov- 
er that he has been murdered by the same fiend who is 
stalking her! Totally freaked out, she flees Germany with 
George feeling more secure with her lover than with a 
wimp of a husband. They hightail it to Portugal where 
they lead a life of pure bliss. . . until the sex killer makes 
his presence known by firing a spear gun at Julie! 

George takes the frightened Julie back to his chateau, a 
building he inherited from Carol's estate since he was the 
only living recipient. There Julie bonks out even more 
when she imagines blood on the floor of the kitchen. She 
passes out and George goes for the village doctor. In the 
meantime, at home, Julie stirs in her bed. Dreams race 
through her mind. Could this really be happening to her? 
Wasn't Jean dead? She awakens to find someone in the 
house. She rises from the bed only to be attacked from 
behind and drugged by a chloroform-soaked rag. It is 
Jean, and he is very much alive! He drags the bmp form 
of his former lover to the kitchen where he ingeniously 
fashioned a chamber of doom: he seals the windows, 
opens a gas pipe which hisses deadly vapors, and arranges 
to have the room lock from the inside after he leaves with 
an ice cube (neat trick!). Smiling at a job well done, Jean 
knows that from all appearances it looks as if the mental- 
ly unstable Julie has elected suicide rather than live in 
mortal terror of the sex-killer (who has, unbeknownst to 
her, been killed himself — slaughtered by his final vic- 
tim-to-be when she wields a pair of scissors and scores a 
fatal blow). Jean slips out of the house and drives away. . . 
just as George and the doctor race into the house only to 
find Julie apparently dead from suicide. 

Switch to a remote roadside park where we see Jean 
step out from his black roadster and come face-to-face 
wiA George! It is revealed that George hired Jean to ter- 
rorize Julie with the roses, fake his own death, and then 
kill the woman; all for a large sum of money. Jean 
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demands his bill be paid in full. George agrees and guns 
the man down, leaving Him to rot in the hot Portuguese 
sun. Satisfied that all the loose strings have been tied, he 
drives off to keep another appointment — with Juliets 
husband Neal! 

Whoa, you say. What the hell's going on? Welcome to 
the twisting jab of the Italian thriller. But it ain't over 
yet, the biggest corkscrews are yet to come. Neal picks- 
up George and they discuss business as they drive down a 
meandering riverside highway. Here's the deal: the two 
made a pact, involving Neal's wife Julie and George's 
cousin Carol. Carol had inherited a shitload of money 
from some crazy uncle, and George didn't get a dime. 
Cash-hungry, the jilted cousin made a deal with his part- 
ner that if he killed Carol (making it look like the sex 
killer did it), George would arrange the death of Julie at 
the hands of Jean (and if the dead man is discovered, the 
police would suspect that he killed Julie and then him self 
because of a lover's spat). George inherits Carol's mil- 
lions, while debt-ridden gambler Neal will get Julie's life 
insurance money — and they are naught to be blamed. 
Laughing, the two continue down the road, thou^ts of 
greenbacks dancing through their heads. Suddenly, as 
they take a sharp turn, they see a woman standing along- 
side of the road ahead of them. As they race ever closer 
her face begins to look very, VERY fandliar. As the duo 
roar past her, they realize who it is. Julie! Julie is ahve! 
Neal screeches the car to a halt and begins to back-up 
towards the apparition. As they get closer, they realize 
that she is indeed alive, and — as the cop cars begin to 
close in around them — that it was all a trap to snag 
them! Neal panics and in his haste to turn the car around 
for a quick getaway, it plunges off the road and into the 
rapids of the river below. Both men drown, as the police 
detective reveals to Julie (and the viewer) that she 
ALMOST died at the hands of Jean, but the cops were 
able to figure the whole mess out, and they used her as 
bait to entrap the two scheming males. Looking both 
relieved and confused, Julie is led away by the police 
detective and the credits begin to roll. 

Martino is an underrated craftsman, a director who is 
very capable of pulling-off even the wildest of plots. His 
efforts (especially in the thriller genre) are generally lush, 
warm a^airs and at times bordering on the psychedelic. 
Take for instance the various brutal, yet lovingly film ed 
scenes between sicko Jean and sickette Julie as they bleed 
each other while making love. Repulsive yet fas cinating . 
Nora Orlandi's spooky film score adds to tie otherworld- 
liness, whipping up bizarre chorus, guitar and orchestrat- 
ed bits into nightmarish melodies. Other vital informa- 
tion: screenplay by Ernesto Gastaldi, chief camerawork 
by Emilio Foriscot, and the production by Spangnola F ilm 
with Antonio Crescenzi and Luciano Martino. If you're 
interested in other thrillers by Sergio Martino check out 
these titles: II Tao Vizio e tma Stanza Cbiusa e Solo lo 
Ne Ho la Chiave (translation: Yom Vice is a Closed 
Room and Only I Have the Key] — also with Fenech and 
Rassimov — 1972, Tatti I Colon del Buio (translation: 
All the Colors of the Darkness; video title: Day of the 


Maniac; U.S. theatrical alternative title: They're Coming 
to Get You/) — also with Hilton, Fenech and Rassimov — 
1973, La Coda dello Scorpione (translation: The Tail of 
the Scorpion) — with George Hilton — 1971, and I Corpi 
Presentano Tracce di Violenza Carnale (U.S. video/the- 
atrical title: Torso] — 1973. A more recent Martin o film, 
American Tiger (with Mitch Gaylord), is available from 
Academy Home Entertainment. 

—Tim PaxtOB 

Tim edits my favorite monthly fanzine, Monster!. As he 
stated, this film is available on a multitude of video 
labels which he has very kindly broken out for us. They 
are: Congress Home Video as Next Vic tim, Video Gems 
as Next Victim, Interglobal as Blade of the Ripper and 
Regal as Blade of the Ripper (imcut). 

IlialiSiKitEglit 

LE FOTO DI GIOIA (1987) 
aka The Photos of Joy 
Blood Times Video 

LAMBERTO BAVA (SON OF THE ITALIAN FILM GENRE 
legend, Mario) has been stru^Hng for years to make his 
mark in the Italian horror film genre that has literally 
been mastered by his father, and e^anded and celebrated 
by his mentor, Dario Argento (for whom Lamberto was 
an assistant director on some film projects). 

Aside from a few enter taining ^ but flawed, titles Hke 
Macabro (aka Frozen Terror] and House with the Long 
Dark Stairs (aka A Blade in the Dark], both 1980, 
Lamberto Bava did not find much success with his direc- 
torial efforts both overseas and in his Italian homeland 
until Argento produced and co-wrote the stylized 
Demons for Bava to direct. 

After Demons II: The Nightmare Continues, Bava 
made Le Foto di Gioia (The Photos of Joy), a title which, 
to my knowledge, has yet to be translated into the 
English language. TTus stylish, and often erotic, giallo 
film seems to be heavily influenced by Argento in its use 
of color and in the tracking shots used to depict the point- 
of-view of the killer. 

Talented Serena Grand! (born Serena Faggioli), an 
actress who has excelled in various softcore films that 
straddle both the comedic and dramatic genres, stars as 
Joy, the title character. Grand! has an incredible physical 
presence that can only be described as a fuU-bodied, earth 
mother type. Her warm facial expressions vie for atten- 
tion with her gorgeous figure which includes a well- 
endowed chest and shapely hips. Definitely not your typ- 
ical anorexic model look, Grandi's appearance is interest- 
ing in a whole other fashion. (Note: the uninitiated 
should seek out Tinto Brass' Teresa, a comedy film with 
Grandi as a female truck driver.) 

Grandi's role in Le Foto di Gioia was one of her first 
forays into a more respectable role for her, although it 
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One of the ntany corpses that populate Lemberto Bava's best fUm In years, Le Fofo ctf Qfofa. 


does contain a lavish amount of nudity. Bava succeeds in 
photographing Grandi in much the manner that his 
father, Mario, did in creating a mysterious and alluring 
look with Barbara Steele way back in 1960. 

Joy, a former hardcore pom star-cum-fashion model- 
cum-owner of her own ritzy, erotic, nudie fashion rag — 
Pussycat — has plenty of problems trying to get the inau- 
gural issues published: her former manager (and possible 
lesbian lover), played by Capucine (in one of her last per- 
formances before her recent suicide), is a current fashion 
magazine competitor and plans to buy out Joy's owner- 
ship with threats and cash; a teenager in a wheelchair 
with a fixation on Joy spies on her through a telescope 
and frequently calls on her with vain erotic propositions; 
and her staff is peopled vd.th a rogues gallery of sinister 
types like Dario Nicolodi as her personal live-in secretary 
(another possible lesbian lover?), David Brandon as the 
edgy photographer and George Eastman as her sometime 
lover. 

Things go from bad to worse when the Pussycat cover 
girls are killed one-by-one. Bava's Argento influence 


comes on strong in the stylish murder scenes. The 
killer's p.o.v. changes from tinted electric-blue to shock- 
ing blood-red while the heads of all the female victims 
become various mutants or insects in the killer's warped 
mind. After murdering the victims (one death is by an 
unleashed horde of hungry bees), the killer poses the 
corpses in front of huge, billboard-sized blow-ups of 
Grandi in erotic poses and photographs them. The 
women-as-insects theme is purely the director's own 
invention as a "macho" gimmick and an excuse for the 
"insect heads" scenes, but as photographed by Bava, they 
make for surreal viewing, making the scenes more 
grotesque than insul ting to the viewer. 

A definitely interesting addition to the giallo genre 
with the added help of a superior Simon Boswell score, 
this title could make Serena Grandi the new female fave 
among the underground Euro-film fans (if she has not 
already become so). 

—Louis Paul 

Louis cunently edits Blood Times, and offers many haid- 
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to-find Euiopean tbnllezs like this through bis own video 
mail order company. 

Santis Collier 

WELCOME BACK TO THE SECOND INSTALLMENT 
of your Mexican film connection. During the course of 
this on-going feature, I will attempt to guide you towards 
the most enjoyable south-of-the-border hi-jinks, while at 
the same time exploring the Santo mystique. 

I have no idea just how many VroEOOZE readers are 
"hip" to this phenomenon known as Santo, and would 
appreciate some feedback. From what I've heard so far, 
this column has generated a good deal of interest and 1 
think that's great. I'd like to know how much everyone 
knows already, and just how much more everyone would 
dare find out. Please write in to me, Nathan, c/o 
Vddeooze, and let me know. Once I get some response, 
rll know better how to introduce future installments. I 
don't confess to being a Santo "know-all," but I'm sure 
that with the enthusiastic response from Santo fans 
everywhere (you know who you are), we can all enjoy and 
expand our knowledge of this topic, for better or worse. 

Now sit back and grab that burrito, as I imveil this 
issue's Santo adventure, which is one of his earlier black 
and white efforts. 

PROFANADORES DE TUMBAS (1965) 
aka Santo vs. the Grave Robbers 
(Mo U.S. video release) 

ONCE AGAIN, A MAD SCIENTIST IS LOOSE IN 
Mexico, and none other than El Santo can seem to put an 
end to his nefarious undertakings. As the title implies, 
"El Maestro," along with the help of his hunchbacked 
assistant and a couple of muscle-bound cronies, is indeed 
robbing the local graves in order to attempt the ever-pop- 
ular "bring the corpse back to life" plan, which I can only 
assume would help this mad scientist to rule the world. 
Of course, Santo, the defender of justice that he is, gets 
dragged into the mayhem to follow, and provides his 
viewers with one of his most entertaining films . 

Your basic by-the-numbers plot again concerns the evil 
plans of "the bad guys" who feel threatened by Santo and 
thus try to kill him off. As is most often the case, the 
plot is kept to a minimum, while the events that make 
up the film seem to flow in a sort of stream of conscious- 
ness that plays along like an action-packed comic book. 

This particular mad scientist seems to enjoy devising 
various gimmicks with which he tries to do in his rivals. 
Santo receives the first of these concoctions in the form 
of a crazy lamp that sports pictures of human hearts and 
faces on the sides of the lampshade. After plugging this 
contraption in, it proceeds to bleed (!) while emitting a 
high-decibel shriek that sends Santo reeling. Gadgets 
such as the lamp, and an exploding violin, are sold at a 
shop run by one of Maestro's crones who feigns being a 


homosexual! 

Santo's pursuit of the bad guys lands him in the ever- 
present nightclub that is an integral part of seemingly 
every M^-adventure film . Just as our female singer pre- 
pares to belt out a tune, her wig leaps from her head (the 
work of our scientist, no doubt) and terrifies the audience. 
Santo rises to the occasion, smashing wig underfoot 
(releasing a pool of blood) and tumbling with the baddies 
before they manage to escape. 

After many failed attempts to kidnap a nightclub 
singer (natch) and her boyfriend (friends of Santo, whom 
ALWAYS end up getting kidnapped), the bad guys finally 
succeed and whisk the two away to their secret hideout. 
I guess that by this time our mad scientist has gotten just 
a bit tired of failing to revive the dead, and has decided to 
work with two live bodies instead. I don't know exactly 
what this guy has in mind, but did you ever see the 
episode of Gilligan’s Island where the castaways all have 
their personas switched to different bodies by a mad sci- 
entist? Well, that's what I figured might be the case here 
(can you imagine what a downturn that singer's career 
would take if she were placed into a man's body? ). 

Anyway, these two are strapped down and prepared for 
some sort of e^eriment whilst Santo eventually locates 
Maestro's hideout by using the address found inside the 
mad doctor's hat, which he inadvertently left behind dur- 
ing one of the struggles with Santo. Again, as in so many 
Mexican films, the baddies shack-up in an old warehouse, 
and this feature proves no different. There are a lot of 
interesting contraptions found in this building, and I just 
knew that they would figure into the climactic fight 
sequence to follow. Santo enters the warehouse, immedi- 
ately gets zapped by a high dose of electricity and thrown 
into a cell. Of course, this doesn't deter Santo for long, 
and he soon escapes to continue his rescue mission. 

Meanwhile, there's a Uttle bit of trouble in the "mad 
lab" concerning the dissatisfaction expressed by the 
hunchback. Although I can't imderstand the dialogue, I'd 
almost bet money that the viewer is hearing the same old 
"I'm tired of waiting to be turned into a normal he-man, 
which you'd promised to do to me if I helped you steal 
corpses" speech. Afterwards, the hunchback physically 
threatens our good doctor who responds accordingly by 
braining the little guy into unconsciousness. 

Santo, meanwhile, has his hands full dealing with two 
brutes (ever wonder why these guys are SO loyal to their 
master?). Ensuing struggles find one guy tossed into a 
huge belt-driven machine (graphically tearing a straw 
dummy to shreds), whilst the other gets tossed into the 
ever-handy acid vat. Finally, El Maestro comes face-to- 
face with the Silver Masked Man to fend for hims elf. He 
gives Santo a good run for his money before stumbling 
head first into a flaming pit. 

In addition to what I've mentioned already, you get to 
witness Santo clawing his way out of a grave after being 
buried alive, Santo dressed as an enc hila da vendor during 
a soccer game (to which heroic music swells on the 
soundtrack as Santo whips off his disguise), and an unsuc- 
cessful attempt to shoot-up Santo with a lethal drug 
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while he's wrestling. The ill-aimed dart ends-up pluming 
Santo's opponent instead, sending the guy stark-raving- 
mad throu^out the arena. Piofanandoies de Tambas is 
a definite winner that should please every Santo enthusi- 
ast. 


Nathan will continue to camp on the trail of the Silver 
Masked Man through his regular intros and reviews for 
“Santo’s Comer. ” 


TOMB OF TORTURE (1963) 
aka Metanpsyco 
Blood Times Video 

THIS FILM COMMENCES PROMISINGLY ENOUGH 
with atmospheric p.o.v. shots of a gloomy castle as some- 
body (or could it be SOMETHING?) prowls the echoing 
hallways. Authentic ruined castle exteriors add a touch 
of believability when two inquisitive young women show 
up, uttering clich6s like "Everybody knows there's no 
such thing as ghosts!" In this dilapidated old dump, I 
wouldn't be too sure. . . 

Naturally, this pair of unwitting — but inevitable — 
kill-fodder ends up stumbling about in the darkness, but 
are discovered by the castle's resident mistress, Countess 
Elizabeth, and end up (big shock) locked in the dank 
manse with apparently only this surly old battleaxe for 
immediate company. This is, until one of the girls 
bumps into Hugo in the shadows. Hugo is a penny-ant6 
Igor impersonator with a mucked-up face sporting a lop- 
sided eyeball a la Quasimodo or "Sector Maddem's homely 
hunchback from Blood of the Vampire ( 1958). 

This butt-ugly henchman promptly kidnaps the tres- 
passing girls and drags them off to the castle's built-in tor- 
ture chamber (what's a Gothic castle without at least 
ONE of these, anyway?). Here, Hugo torments the 
blonde girl by shackling her to a table. Insert reaction 
shots of sweat-streaked, panic-stricken features and C/U's 
of clenched hands and bare feet straining against mana- 
cles carry with them a strong fetishistic charge (see also 
IlBoia Scarlatto/Bloody Pit of Horror [1965]]. This scene, 
utilized to establish the correct mood for the film, closes 
with the deformed bruteman laughing in imbecilic glee. . . 

The two girls' dead bodies are found, later on, by one 
Dr. Darnell and an "Indian" mystic named Rahman (por- 
trayed by an obvious Caucasian in sepia-tone blackface 
and turban). Judging by the "bobby"-styled uniform on 
the investigating copper, it appears as though the story is 
set in England — precisely where is anybody's guess — 
but even the most novice Euro-afficionado could immedi- 
ately pinpoint the true Continental origins of the film. 

Later, Dr. Darnell's visiting daughter, Anna, witnesses 
an appearance of the "^ost" of Countess Elizabeth's late 
sister, the Countess Irene, which results in a fever dream 
that finds poor Anna (who is the stereotypical "identical 
double" of Irene) alone in the cellar torture-room. Well, 
almost alone. Here, she is tormented by a wildly laugh- 
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ing caped skeleton, which promptly van- 
ishes, then an apparent ambulatory suit 
of Medieval armour clanks past. Next, 
out of a sarcophagus pops a monstrous 
figure (our Hugo), and the suit of armour 
throws a heavy war-sword straight 
through screaming Aima/Irene, pinning 
her to the dungeon wall. A butler then 
shows up to be clonked repeatedly over 
the head with a floppy rubber "mace," 
before REM-mode Anna snaps out of her 
confusing — if highl y entertaining — Z- 
film nightmare. Rahman believes this 
nightmare is much more than merely a 
dream, and he fervently advises the doc 
and his daughter to leave town immedi- 
ately. 

In still another mild voyeuristic "titil- 
lation" scene, nubile Anna doffs her pri- 
vate lacy things and tiptoes out of the 
bullrushes for a discreet skinnydip (set to 
a sleazy, burping sax ri^; in these films, 

SAX invariably symbolizes SEX). Her nude swim turns 
out to be not so discreet after all, as she is observed by 
both skulking Hugo and arriving reporter (and potential 
hero) George Dixon, but the audience only sees tasteful 
above-the-shoulder or below-the-knee perspectives of 
Anna's paraded immodesty. There is, however, one dar- 
ing full-frontal NAVEL shot. How risqu6. . . 

Apparently Elizabeth's ancestral castle contains a 
secret cache of lost family treasure, as well as the missing 
body of her dearly departed sis, Irene; and, Anna just hap- 
pens to be Irene's exact lookalike, don't forget (what a 
convenient coincidence, eh?). Still with me are you? 

As is almost universally the case with such melodra- 
mas, it's frequent injections of schmaltzy Victorian-era 
love interest and "comic" breaks that slow Tomb of 
Tortuie way down in spots. When the film is simply left 
alone to wallow in its thick Gothic ambiance and 
William Castle-ish spook stuff, it is most watchable. In 
its best moments, Metempsyco — in its English transla- 
tion, "metempsychosis" means "transmigration of the 
soul," a telling clue to the film's thematic content oblit- 
erated by the more generic Tomb of Tortuie moniker — is 
a high-contrast chiaroscuro of dense shadow and indirect 
lighting. Tliis serious dark feel is intermittently prevent- 
ed from getting too dry or stuffy by regular doses of 
campy cheap th^s. 

The "possessed" portrait and Poe-like identical-double- 
of-the-dead-woman plot angles are strictly routine, and 
would have been better left to Gorman's AIP films of the 
period. On a sheer atmosphere basis alone, Tomb can 
ably hold its own with such slightly classier '60s Ital pro- 
ductions as Margheriti's La Danza MacabiafCastle of 
Terror (1964) and Caiano's Amanti D’Oltretomba/ 
Nightmare Castle (1965). However, storywise it is a tad 
too self-consciously cheezy (not helped by crude makeup 
and shallow characterizations) for its own good. 

For once, I won't divulge the entirety of the storyline. 


It's too damn convoluted for me to both- 
er with at 2:35 AM (YAWN) anyway. 
Suffice to say that Tomb of Torture is 
consistently watchable, often along the 
lines of those German Edgar Wallace 
thrillers that proliferated at the time. It 
builds to a suitable disorientingly hyster- 
ical and lurid denouement. 

F unni est and most unexpecting line of 
dialogue: at one point, Dr. Darnell 
informs the comedy relief village bobby, 
"A good ENEMA is what you need!" 
Metaphorically speaking only, of course 
(I'm no "scat" freak), a good enema is 
what Tomb of Torture amounts to when 
you consider all the constipated shit 
that's backed-up in most mainstream 
video outlets. But, don't look for Tomb 
at Blockbuster Video (phooey I ) anyway. I 
think the bootleg I saw (from Blood 
Times Video) came from a 16mm chain, 
as I don't believe this film is yet officially 
available on pre-record; correct me if I'm wrong. 

—Steve Fentene 

Steve is one of the most proUfic writers I know, with bis 
reviews appearing everywhere from European Trash 
Cinema to Sub-Terrenea. He also publishes the invalu- 
able all Mex-zine, Panicos! on an irregular basis. 


DEVIATION (1971) 

(No U.S. video release) 

She stumbled back against the fence. “No!” she 
screamed. “No! No!” 

The blade entered her like a lover. Its thrusts were slow 
and careful at first, but they built to a climactic frenzy, 
plunging deeper and deeper. . . 

— Gregory NicoU, Dead Air (Exhumed by Jeff Segal) 

BACK IN 1987, 1 RIFLED NOW FAMILIAR VIDEO STORE 
shelves for a new fix. Mediocre fright fare was actually 
boring this fan away from the genre. But a viewing of the 
uncensored Vampyres (1974) invited me into the disturb- 
ing world of erotic horror. Shot on location in Britain, 
this film was directed by Spanish expatriate, Joseph 
Larraz (alias Jose Larraz). Vampyres is only one example 
of Europe's sex and horror movies; the combined might of 
Old Continental film making is unequalled by any other 
industry for dq)icting lusty carnage on the silver screen. 

We are all haunted by procreative and death drives. 
Since genuine horror is meant to confront audience mem- 
bers with their mortality, films blending eros and obliv- 
ion are welcome. Disguised as crass sexploitation, 
European fright movies illuminate humankind's psycho- 
logical underbelly. In many cases, we are encouraged to 
draw pleasure from cinematic flesh and blood. Doing so 
enables mere mortals to put their lives in perspective as 
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meat puppets writhe and thrash on-screen. 

Deviation was pseudonymously helmed by Larraz 
under the alias, J.R. Larrath. Available on Venezuelan 
video, Deviation outclasses the commercially available 
Vampyres for unflinching depravity. Restricted to finan- 
cially threadbare productions, Larraz still manages to 
bleed every ounce of the macabre from his scenarios. The 
director's recent attempt at a new horror career is unlike- 
ly to spiral into the sordid deviation found in this rare 
effort. 

The pretitle sequence of Deviation introduces its 
major characters. Dark-haired Rebecca (Sibyla Grey) 
darts thy nii gb autumnal cormtryside while her brother 
Julian (Karl Lanchbury), immaculate as a mannequin, 
frenziedly boards up a room in their manor. The sprawl- 
ing residence is similar to the building where much of 
Vampyres was lensed. 

Julian raises cash with a taxidermy business. The 
young man tells an acquaintance that he is now taking "a 
course in human embalming. . . quite fascinating, don't 
you think?" 

That evening, another couple is involved in a weekend 
accident on their way to London. The choleric driver 
Paul, and his young mistress Olivia (Lisbeth Lundquist) 
are invited by Julian and Rebecca into the nearby manor. 
Paul swears he struck someone crossing the lanes, result- 
ing in the accident. Olivia (who had fallen asleep prior to 
the crash) and the young hosts deny anyone had been hit. 

Paul and Olivia take a room for the night. Hours later, 
the suspicious traveler wanders through the residence, 
investigating weird cries only he heard. In one bedroom, 
Paul discovers a mumbling old woman. She is blind. 
Cats pad softly over her inert form. Paul is unable to 
rouse Olivia and concludes their evening drinks were 
spiked with a narcotic. 

Outside, Julian is supervising a burial. The unfortu- 
nate man had fled evil practiced in the manor only to be 
flattened underneath Paul's tires. Julian and several 
equally guilty companions are disposing of the evidence. 

Paul attempts to start his (by now) sabotaged automo- 
bile. Switchblade wielding Julian and his droogs haul the 
older man into their cellar and attempt to force-feed him 
a lizard. The gloating Bohemians strip Paul naked. One 
of the deviants, the alluring Vivian, disrobes and 
embraces the traveler. A pistol against the skull forces 
Paul to endure rape. Julian appraises a tattoo on the vic- 
tim's flesh and muses, "This piece of skin is worth 
money." The moist sounds of coitus freak-out Rebecca. 
She shanks Paul through the back. Agony jolts him 
across the cellar where another droog pops Paul's skull 
with a hammer-stroke. 

Olivia wakens that morning without Paul. She discov- 
ers her hosts idea of decoration — the sculpture (?) of a 
hand — laying near the bed. Olivia breakfasts with 
Rebecca and the murmuring Auntie, the elderly woman 
whom Paul had visited the night before. Rebecca reveals 
that the lady is a medium they use to communicate with 
the dead. Auntie even "speaks" to the sibling's deceased 
parents. "Especially," Rebecca points out with dark 


implication, "my father." Olivia buys this story. 

Rebecca alibis the missing Paul, claiming he and Julian 
took the family car to the village for a mechanic. When 
they are alone, Auntie warns Olivia to leave this manor, 
as many individuals had perished here. The elderly 
woman produces a self-loading pistol which Olivia hides 
when Rebecca enters the room. Unfortunately, the mis- 
tress beheves Auntie is senile. 

Julian's sister leads Olivia down into the "refuge," a 
room where the deviants indulge their perversions. The 
younger woman awakens the next day, weary from dope 
and Rebecca's gentle caresses. Julian visits Olivia with 
news that Paul had decided to train without her to 
London. In reality, the fellow's body was still chilling in 
the cellar. 

Paul's automobile is taken away by a friend of the sib- 
lings. Olivia is lured back down into the refuge. Guitar 
music and fumes fill the air, and Julian hosts an orgy. 

Julian himself ravishes Olivia in bed, injecting her 
with heroin. Confused by the new sensations, she never 
wants to leave this house of unholy pleasure (as with 
actor Murray Brown in Vampyres, who stayed with the 
two women though they fed on him). 

After Olivia sinks into a coma, a disreputable chemist 
is called in to treat her. The grandfatherly man is curious 
about the parties held here but Julian angrily snaps that 
they are "only for the younger generation." 

Rebecca accompanies the chemist to his shop. After 
preparing medication for Olivia, the two make love. 
Rebecca cuts short the romance with a knife and trashes 
the store. She finally drives home. 

Meanwhile, Julian carefully slices the mermaid tattoo 
ofl Paul's body. Rebecca administers the medicine to 
Olivia, whom she's grown fond of. After wandering 
around the manor, we see Rebecca a final time. She is 
laying next to the awakening Olivia. Rebecca is dead 
from the wrists which she slit open. 

In a panic, Olivia rushes through the house. She dis- 
covers Paul's tattoo stretched between a picture frame, a 
portrait of ink on skin. The mistress wrestles a gun from 
Auntie, who screams Olivia had been dead for years. 
When Julian steps into the room, his guest blasts him 
repeatedly with the firearm. 

In a hospital, the case is discussed by physicians. 
Police linked atrocities at the manor with the stabbing 
death of the chemist. But Olivia's physical and emotional 
condition is very poor. Her addled mind blurs a doctor 
and his nurse into dopplegangers of Julian and Rebecca. 
Olivia weakly calls out for the dead murdaress, murmur- 
ing Rebecca's name over and over again. . . 

Deviation couples its graphic horror with an implicit 
yet scary conceit — the younger generation is following 
in the corrupt footsteps of its forbears. Larraz, who also 
scripted Deviation, deliberately understates this theme 
beneath rape, murder and additional deviant behavior. 
For instance, he only suggests the twisted relationship 
between the siblings and their parents. But Rebecca's 
attraction to her father, which defies the barrier of the 
afterlife, is ominous. Their droogish pals are sliced from 
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SIbyla Gray indulges herself at the expense of poor Usbeth Lundquist In «los^h Larraz's thoroughly debauched 
Dovimtion. 


a similar mold, each man or woman uniquely outfitted 
for existence in amoral times. Though kindly, the elderly 
chemist who assists the deviants is hardly a role model. 
He has a shady past, culminating in the association with 
Julian and Rebecca. Even the luckless Paul provides poor 
representation of adult behavior. He is a posturing adul- 
terer. To be fair, Larraz stacks the odds against parental 
figures. All of the older folks in Deviation are either cor- 
rupt or of no consequence to the plot. Oddly enough, 
other Spanish directors contributed serious fare about 
youthful horror, most of these films contemporary vnth 
Deviation. The movies include Narcisco Ibanez 
Serrador's La Residencia/The House That Scieamed 
(1969) and Quien Puedo Matai a vm Nino} /Island of the 
Damned (1975), Jess Franco's Eugenie Desade (1970) and 
Claudio Guerin Hill's La Campana del Infiemo/A Bell 
From Hen {197S). 

Larraz is fascinated enough with unusual couples to 
structure Deviation and Vampyies around them. 
Perfectly cast Karl Lanchbury and Sibyla Grey provide the 


impetus to all of the former film's aberrant behavior. Yet 
it is their British guests who are indicative of the wider 
moral chasm between couples. Paul and his mistress are 
victims of their own shortsightedness, falling into the 
clutches of the deviants only because they were attempt- 
ing to keep their affair clandestine. Adultery may pale in 
the face of Julian and Rebecca's catalogue of horrors but it 
is obviously the more "acceptable" conduct. 
Unfortunately, though Lisbeth Lundquist is comely, she 
is not always a credible actress. Olivia evidences unbe- 
lievable naivete during her stay at the manor. Of course, 
few horror movie scapegoats display common sense. It is 
a grand tradition of sorts. 

Braced with a dated-yet-intense score of rock instru- 
mentals that adds to his customary surety in direction, 
Larraz nudges seduction into violence throughout 
Deviation. Each sexual setpiece climaxes with murder, 
sweaty orgies, rape, or drug injection. Copulation 
becomes mere foreplay to other, less desirable, urges. 
Larraz never allows his cinematic sex to descend into 


14VIDEOOZE SUMMER 1992 


superficial titilladon; hapless viewers are lulled by the 
lovemaking into a state of relaxation before an e^losive 
shock scene. 

Deviation will be a grisly panacea to those fans bored 
with sterile, sleekly produced, modem horror films. Its 
seamless blend of sex and death should keep most view- 
ers on-edge, while the concluding minutes, no matter 
how bleak, are true to the mood of this movie. The cred- 
its of Deviation also reveal a blend of Swiss and Italian 
craftsmen. With its Spanish director and British loca- 
tions, Deviation is truly an international production. 
What a shame that too few North American horror fanat- 
ics will be able to e:q)erience the dubious delights of this 
film . 

-~Jetf Segal 

Jeff hails from the state of Pennsylvania where he has 
immersed himself in the Asian film scene. In addition 
to this publication, his writings will be seen in future 
issues of Asian Trash Cinema and Skam. 


WHEN ALICE BROKE THE 2V11RROR (1988) 
aka Quando Alice Ruppe lo Speccbio 
(No U.S. video release) 

LESTER PARSON (BRETT HALSEY) HAS TWO BAD 
habits: he plays the horse races too much and, after bilk- 
ing old and ugly widows out of their money, he slays 
them without mercy. His last victim, a girl with a dis- 
gusting facial scar who falls for our modem Bluebeard, 
will prove herself as quite the wrong choice. . . 

When Alice Broke the Mirror was directed by Lucio 
Fulci (together with Fantasmi di Sodoma/Sodoma’s 
Ghost] during the same period he made some obscure TV 
movies — The Sweet House of Horrors and House of 
Clocks, for the serial Houses of Doom — that have never 
been aired (at least, not here in Italy). Alice got its first 
screening in his home country on a TV network that was 
known for being the only one with the guts to show a lot 
of Italian movies (from the comedies of Alvaro Vitafi to 
Carmibal Ferox) and the "internationally" notorious TV 
show Colpo Grosso (or, at least, it is notorious in England 
when one of their newspapers said that the show present- 
ed stripping housewives. Unfortunately, housewives 
aren't well-paid models, but that's another story. . . ). (For 
trivia fans: there's also a porno version of the show for 
video e^loitation starring Ron Jeremy and Eva Orlowsky 
called Giochi Erotici a Corpo Grosso/Erotic Games at 
“Big Body. ” Note the differentiation between Colpo and 
Corpo, this to avoid a lawsuit from the maker of the origi- 
nal show. OK, enough of that! Back to Alice,] Its show- 
ing on this network isn't very flattering to the ex "poete 
du macabre" (especially since his Sodoma’s Ghost had 
been cancelled for obscure reasons, which is a pity as I 
would have really have loved to have seen Fulci's revisita- 
tion of the infamous saga of Italian Nazi-movies). 

Anyway, When Alice Broke the Minor is an extremely 
gory, stupid, and poorly made movie. Almost all of his 


gore scenes have been reutilized for Un Gatto nel 
Cervello (with more from Sodoma's Ghost, Bloody 
Psycho, and so on). So, you'll again see the woman dis- 
membered by a chainsaw, the one massacred with a club 
and who then gets her face roasted in a microwave oven, 
another with a soft spot for operatic music who is stran- 
gled with a belt. . . but, while Un Gatto nel Cervello is 
very "serious" — almost sick — in its approach, Alice 
looks like a transposition of a French Grand-Guignol 
offering, together with the aforementioned gore 
sequences, and moments of macabre humor (like one 
when an embarrassed Halsey puts a woman in the back of 
his car but her legs keep on moving and twisting outside 
rmtil he cuts off her feet!) which it's hard to say are inten- 
tional or not. And, oh yes, there's a five second part for 
Al Cliver/Pier Luigi Conti as a bookmaker who works in 
an abandoned storehouse together with a disconnected 
computer (!). Fulci also tries an Ed Wood Jr. inspired 
moment during a "police raid" when you only hear the 
sound of a helicopter flying around the bookmaker's den. 
The whole budget for ^e movie probably went into spe- 
ical effects (quite alright), Brett Halsey, and a good case of 
wine for Mr. Fulci. 

It's sad to say that now Fulci could be compared to peo- 
ple like Sergio Bergonzelli [Blood Delirium] or Andrea 
Bianchi [Burial Ground), but he's no longer even capable 
of delivering stuff on the level of Aenigma (which ranks 
pretty low on the scale). In his defense, we can try to 
think that the rumors — that these two movies (and 
Demonia] were only partially directed by Fulci and com- 
pleted by their producer — are true and redistribute some 
of the blame. So let's give the old master a last chance 
with his Voices from Beyond, but some "voices" already 
say that Fulci has definitely given his brain to his cat. . . 

— Max Della Mora 

Max, who works as an assistant television cameraman 
in Milan, is the former editor of Gorezilla and still con- 
tributes his services to manyzines worldwide. 

WEB OF THE SPIDER (1970) 
aka Nella Stretta Morsa del Ragno 
Sinistex Cinema 

DURING THE 1960S, ANTONIO MARGHERTH MADE 
some hearty contributions to the horror cinema. The 
Virgin of Nuremberg (aka Honor Castle], The Long Hat 
of Death and Castle of Terror represent some of 
Margheriti's best work. Each of these films have their fair 
share of memorable moments. The horribly disfigured 
victim of Nazi tortures (and the rat scene) in The Vtgin 
of Nuremberg, the powerful conclusion to The Long Hat 
of Death, and the almost poetic finale to Castle of Tenor 
all stand out in my mind. In Web of the Spider, 
Margheriti remakes Castle of Terror, perhaps his best 
film. The original stars Barbara Steele (as Elizabeth), 
George Riviere (also in The Vtgin of Nuremberg, as Alan 
Foster), Margaret Robsahn (as Julia) and Silvano 
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TVanquilli (in the role of Edgar Allan Poe, Tranquilli plays 
William in the remake). Some say Castle of Tenoz is the 
best version, while others lean toward Web of the Spider. 

I enjoy both versions. 

Writer Alan Foster (Anthony Franciosa, also cast as a 
writer in Dario Argento's very good Tenebrae] spies Edgar 
Allan Poe (the late, great Klaus Kinski) drinking in a local 
bar. Foster wants to interview the master of the macabre. 
Poe, sitting with his friend Thomas Blackwood, is in the 
middle of a wild story about ghosts. Foster assumes the 
tale is part of Poe's vivid imagination but Edgar Allan 
assures his fellow colleague it's a true story. As Poe and 
Foster debate the existence of ghosts, Blackwood chal- 
lenges the young journalist to spend the ni^t in his sup- 
posedly haunted castle. Foster accepts the wager. No one 
has ever survived a night in Blackwood's Castle. This 
night is known as "the night of the dead" in which the 
dead return to relive their demise. Not exactly a ton of 
fun. Poe and Blackwood drop off the young journalist at 
the foreboding manor. A huge iron gate (with an ugly 
spike on it) creaks shut. The wind howls. Eerie sounds 
echo through the evening and Foster is edgy, li^ide the 
creepy old structure, Alan is intrigued by the painting of a 
strikingly beautiful woman. The castle continues to 
weave a strange spell over Foster. Alan is suddenly star- 
tled by a real woman. She introduces herself as Elizabeth 
Blackwood, Thomas' sister. Elizabeth (Michele Mercier, 
from the telephone segment of Black Sabbath and 
Avenger of the Seven Seas) tells Foster that her brother is 
always making wagers and convincing folks the castle is 
haunted. "Let me show you to your room," says 
Elizabeth in a strange tone. "You've been expecting me," 
replies Foster. "Yes Alan," is Elizabeth's weird answer. 
As Alan and Elizabeth converse, it's apparent they are 
falling in love (only in the movies). Their talk is inter- 
rupted by Julia (Karin Field, also seen in The Mad 
Butcher, The Demons, and The Psychopath with George 
Martin), the woman in the portrait. Julia is jealous of 
Elizabeth's love for Foster. Liz ignores Julia and jumps 
into bed with Foster. Their passion is cut short by a mys- 
terious man who stabs Elizabeth. Alan kills him only to 
see his body vanish. Foster returns to his room to find 
Elizabeth gone as well. 

Hearing footsteps, Al is confronted by Dr. Carmus 
(Peter Carsten). Carmus allows the journalist to view the 
events of Blackwood Castle's past. Elizabeth was loved 
by her husband William (Silvano Tranquilli, the only cast 
member from the original and also in The Black Belly of 
the Tarantula] and a surly gent called Herbert (Raf 
Bladassare). In a jealous rage, Herbert chokes the life out 
of William as he makes love to Elizabeth. Herb is then 
bashed in the head by Julia, Julia attempts to comfort 
Liz. Distraught, Elizabeth drives a knife into Julia's 
midriff. Foster is bewildered. Hang on Alan, it isn't over 
yet. Dr. Carmus is killed by the ghost of Herbert. Herb 
snaps Carmus' neck and drinks his blood. Voices break 
the silence. It's two young lovers. They are murdered by 
Julia and Carmus. The castle of ghosts want Alan next. 
Elizabeth reappears to help Foster escape. Stumbling 


across the grounds, Alan finds the grave of Elizabeth 
Blackwood! Inches away from freedom, Foster is impaled 
on the iron gate. Poe and Blackwood arrive at dawn. 
Blackwood collects his money from the writa:. A bet is a 
bet. But in death, lonely Alan Foster is reunited with 
Elizabeth. They have found happiness in the hereafter. 

Web of the Spider compares favorably to the original 
version. Margheriti directs with zeal; nicely utilizing 
cobwebs, skull-infested crypts and dark corridors. One 
wonderful sequence is a long-creep-prelude to the murder 
of Dr. Carmus. As Carmus silently explores the dimly lit 
castle, we know something is going to happen. Suddenly, 
in a nearby crypt, a corpse begins to breathe. A strange 
mist begins to rise from the tomb and Herbert appears. 
Margheriti carefully builds the tension throughout the 
fil-m. 

The acting is above-average by everyone involved. The 
underrated Anthony Franciosa brings a good deal of gusto 
to his role. Franciosa often conveys how he feels with a 
simple expression. It's hard to fill the shoes of Barbara 
Steele, but Michele Mercier conducts herself admirably 
(it doesn't hurt that Michele is also very beautiful). 
Voluptuous Karin Field — on the verge of spilling out of 
her marvelous low-cut attire — is credible as Julia. Klaus 
Kinski is a dynamic Poe (the man could act). 

Bruno Corbucci and Giovanni Grimaldi's screenplay 
contains some interesting ruminations about death (the 
idea that no one really dies unless they are willing to die 
boarders on poignant) and there is some lovely photogra- 
phy by Sandm and Memmo Mancoii. 

Fans of the film will be happy to know that a longer 
Italian language version of Web of the Spider exists as 
Nella Stretta Morsa del Ragno. The extra footage in 
Nella Stretta includes a conversation between Elizabeth 
and Julia cut horn the U.S. print. The scene in which 
Julia comforts Elizabeth has been shortened in Web, 
omitting Julia kissing Elizabeth. A high angle shot of 
Julia collapsing on the bed after she is stabbed has also 
been snipped from the American version. And, the mur- 
der of the young lovers is more graphic in the Italian ver- 
sion, involving some nudity and a little gore. 

Margheriti directed one more entertaining horror/mys- 
tery, Seven Deaths in the Cat's Eye, before moving on to 
comedies, westerns and action film s for the majority of 
the '70s. Seek out Web of the Spider (and Nella Stretta 
Morsa del Ragno), break out the popcorn, and enjoy! 

— Coarad Wldoner 

Conrad is an incredibly knowledgeable commentator 
when it comes to European-made Gothic horror and. I’m 
happy to say, a regular contributor to Videooze. 

TEIE PEOPLE WHO OWN THE OAXUC (1975) 
aka Ulthno Deseo 
Stax Classics 

LIKE CRIMSON/LAS RATAS NO DUERMENDE NOCHE 
and Dracula vs. Frankenstein/Los Monstruos del Terror, 
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this is a rare excursion into science fiction territory for 
Paul Naschy. He plays a rich drug trafficker and sports- 
man who is invited to a weekend at the villa of Maria 
Perschy (the most alluring actress to regularly appear in 
horror films in the 70's; this was her fifth and last vehicle 
alongside Naschy). Atten ding are a half-dozen profession- 
al men, including a Soviet attache and two doctors, one of 
whom is played by Riccardo Palacios {Attack of the 
Robots, 1001 Nights), as well as a half-dozen women, 
among them Julia Saly {The Night of the Seagulls, The 
CTaving), After initial introductions, they all converge in 
the basement, where the men sit arotmd a table, fright 
masks concealing their faces, and the women pose seduc- 
tively nearby. Perschy explains that they will be partici- 
pating in a "grand ceremony of pure pleasure," and in 
honor of Comte Donatien de Sade, they are "to be ruth- 
less in the gratification of [their] desires." 

Unfortunately for the guests (and the viewer), the 
promised depravities never transpire, for there is a tremor 
that shakes the foundations, as if this scene from Sodom 
and Gomorrah has brought the wrath of the Almighty. 
Panic ensues. (In one disjointed but oddly effective 
moment, a woman can be heard screaming as Naschy 
takes off his fright mask.) Birds and dogs are found with 
their eyeballs opaque, suddenly rendered blind, as is the 
maid. One of the guests is a government scientist, played 
by Alberto de Mendoza (a cop in A Lizard in a Woman's 
Skin and the sycophantic monk in Honor Express), who 
e^lains what has happened: the fools in authority have 
dropped the Big One. Because of the inevitable nuclear 
radiation, he proposes they stay in the basement for two 
months but that the men first go into town to get enough 
supplies for the duration(!). 

There they discover that the entire town, which had 
been celebrating a fiesta during the blast, has suffered the 
same fate as Perschy's servant, and in a ludicrous scene, a 
monastery is shown crammed with unseeing people fran- 
tically sh uffling back and forth, back and forth. Perschy's 
anxious husband knifes one blind victim and later guns 
down several more. The other doctor, a corpulent behe- 
moth, chokes him to death, now insane (thereafter he 
does things like eat his food without utensils and crawl 
around on all fours wearing nothing but a porcine fri^t 
mask). 

Perschy and her former lesbian lover, Teresa Gimpera 
(another regular in genre film s of this period, most memo- 
rably as the title fiend in Hannah, Queen of the 
Vampires), console each other; not only has Perschy lost 
her husband, Gimpera had left her two kids with her 
mother before co ming here, which prompts the insensi- 
tive Naschy to comment that they are surely dead now. 
Eventually the newly-afflicted victims of the bomb begin 
attacking the imafflicted, first two of the guests who, pre- 
ferring possible radiation poisoning to the claustrophobic 
confines of the basement, try to escape; then the villa 
itself, smashing through the walls with cars, crushin g one 

Previous poge: One-shoet for Loon Kllmovsky’s trashy 
emi-of-tho-world epICf The Peopfe Who Ourn the Dark. 


woman with an automobile bumper and then thumbing 
another's eyes to make her like them. Perschy's party 
moves into the cellar, locking their attackers out. 

After a quiet period, the chrome-pated doctor specu- 
lates that the assailants may have gone away, to which 
Naschy replies, "And the Easter Bunny shits jelly beans." 
The assailants have in fact not gone away: they pour gaso- 
line into the cellar to drive the inhab itants out like rats. 
Naschy causes the crazy fat man and baldy to get trailed 
and bum to death. Wielding a rifle, he now takes charge, 
ordering the remaining four (Gimpera, Perschy, de 
Mendoza and a woman de Mendoza had become intimate 
with during the tra uma ; played by Nadiuska [the female 
lead in M.I. Bonns' charmingly re-titled Rape]) out 
through a convenient bulkhead. The blind attackers 
catch Gimpera, shooting her through the mouth with a 
pistol, and Perschy gets their attention so that they can 
kill Naschy, which they do but not before he shoots 
Perschy. 

In the end, de Mendoza and his companion are "res- 
cued" by the "Committee for Civil Rehabilitation," guys 
wearing radiation suits, who load them onto a bus. As 
Beethoven's Ninth plays on the speakers, the riders are 
painlessly gassed — the scientist's expression betrays that 
he alone has understood his fate all along — and the life- 
less bodies are thrown into a pit for incineration, recalling 
similar sequences in The Last Man on Earth. 

The People Who Own the Dark, while certainly 
nowhere near as good as the Vincent Price film, is, as this 
kind of picture goes, better than average, mainly because 
of its great cast. (It outclasses the similarly-plotted, slow- 
paced and also Spanish Refuge of Fear, which stars 
Gimpera, Patty Shepard, and Craig Hill.) What is most 
vexing is the film's portrayal of the blind as somehow ani- 
malistic, further perpetuated by the fact that the attack- 
ers are lead by the only one of them blind prior to the 
bombing, hi this way, this film is like a hybrid of Tombs 
of the Blind Dead, which is what it would like to be, and 
Basket Case II, which s imil arly depicts its "freaks" as 
sadists and murderers, lacking conscience as they kill 
those who have wronged them. 

The script's co-author, Vicente Aranda, wrote and 
directed the much more successful The Blood Spattered 
Bride three years before. Director Leon Klimovsky was 
quite prolific in the first half of the decade, making nine 
films with Naschy alone (the best of which were the 
Waldemar Daninsky pictures The Werewolf vs. the 
Vampire Woman and Dr. Jekyll and the Werewolf). In 
the mid-eighties, he could be found cameoing in Amando 
de Ossorio's The Sea Serpent, a monster worse-looking 
than Lamberto Bava's Devil Fish and which Ray Milland 
and his intrepid horde don't even attempt to kill, just 
scare away! 

— Lorae Marshall 

Lome writes frequently on die subject of seventies honor 
cinema and has been a contributor to Videooze since its 
second issue. His work has appeared in a variety of mag- 
azines, soon to include an upcoming Midnight Marquee. 
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by Lome Marshall 



ALL GENRE ENTHUSI- 
asts who have reveled in 
the oeuvre of the greatest 
horror film director out of 
Italy, Mario Bava, are aware 
of the problems Bava had 
with his 1972 work Lisa 
and the Devil. His ardent 
followers know that in its 
original form, the movie 
was regarded as not mar- 
ketable by its producer, 

Alfred Leone, who forced 
Bava to shoot additional 
scenes to make it into a 
"possession" film in the 
vein of The Exoidst, 1973. 

In 1975, the abortion The 
House of Exorcism was 
released, credited to the pseudonymous "Mickey Lion" 
and distributed by Peppercom-Wormser Pictures, and it is 
that version that most fans have had to since endure. A 
good portion of the original film was excised for the new 
version, with the new scenes inserted in several places, 
frequently leading to incomprehension of an already diffi- 
cult plot. While Lisa and the Devil, an e xamina tion of 
love, lust, death, guilt and perdition, was pretty surreal. 
The House of Exorcism is downright absurd! 


Fortunately, the original 
film, once thought to be 
out of print, has surfaced 
via a Venezuelan source 
brought to light a little 
more than a year ago by 
writer Craig Ledbetter in 
the pages of the digest 
Video Watchdog. This 
copy is itself somewhat 
incomplete, though only 
with respect to the pic- 
ture's more exploitative 
elements, causing one to 
think that it was probably 
once used as a TV print 
(and a friend of mine tells 
me that over ten years ago, 
he saw lisa and the Devil 
broadcast on local Baltimore television more than once); 
those missing elements are retained in The House of 
Exoidsm anyway. Consequently, the original movie can 
be reconstructed. 

The Venezuelan tape, which has a copyright date of 
1974, is approximately 4 min utes longer than any release 
of The House of Exoidsm, a public domain entity circu- 
lating on several labels such as Amvest (in an inexpen- 
sive, attractive, though LP, transfer) and MPI (which also 



A ghostly Espartaeo Ssntonl as Elona/Llsa*s 
luckless f orm e r lover. Carlo. 


Comparison of Lisa axxd tba Davil and The Hottsa of Exor-cism 
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offers the film in a box with the name Devil in the House 
of Exorcism on it, once hoped to be the imcut original but 
which turns out to be identically the same print as The 
House of Exorcism, title included). Considering the fact 
that there is over 33 minutes of material unique to the 
butchered version, it is easy to calculate that there is weU 
over a half-an-bom of stuff in the original film exclusive- 
ly. One other reward of watching the Venezuelan tape is 
that it is letterboxed, roughly 1.60:1; all transfers of the 
other version are cropped. 

My format for reassembling the original is to recoimt 
the film virtually scene-by-scene, with the particulars 
only in Lisa and the Devil (henceforth referred to as LD) 
in italics (I do not chronicle the countless extra seconds 
chopped off from many segments if they contribute noth- 
ing more than cadence to the work) and footnotes used to 
delineate the particulars only in The House of Exorcism 
(henceforth referred to as HE). Anyone reading just the 
LD synopsis without the 
footnotes will see what 
Bava initially intended. 

However, the HE inter- 
ludes do display the wicked 
wit of Bava, faced with a 
project he no doubt resent- 
ed. So while they disrupt 
LD, by themselves they are 
not without merit. 

Frankly, they're the funni- 
est found in any film on 
the topic, rivalled only by 
those in the 1974 German 
picture Beyond the 
Darkness (possessed 
schoolgirl Magdelena to 
priest: "I want to take com- 
munion. . . not in my 
mouth but down here in 
my pussy. . . you dirty nun- 
fucker"), and thus they 
should be savored. The best method to appreciate this 
piece, then, is to read the synopsis first without referring 
to the footnotes and then peruse it a second time with 
them, to see how the two versions compare. 

LD opens with Telly Savalas sitting at a table with a 
deck of cards. In a somewhat animated fashion, the 
cards are one by one flipped over as the credits roll, 
revealing select cast members.^ A fluid camera moves 
swiftly from a skyline of cathedrals down to passengers 
unloading off a tourist bus, two of whom are Lisa (Elke 
Sommer) and her female companion (Kathy Leone). Their 
group is brought by the tour guide to a medieval mural of 
the Devil "carrying off the dead," a fresco which the 
speaker relates has achieved its longevity thanks to the 
Devil himself, according to a local superstition. Lisa is 
drawn away to a curio shop around the corner by the 
sound of a music box rendition of Conderto de Aianjuez, 
abandoning her friend whom we never see again (at least 


not in this version). 

Inside the shop, she spies a musical carousel with little 
human figurines on it. When she asks the shopkeeper 
(Franz von Treuberg) how much he wants for the item, he 
tells her it has already been purchased by his other cus- 
tomer (Savalas), who is inspecting a mannequin he has 
bought. The shopper turns to her and she notices the 
similitude between him and the portrayal of Satan she 
had seen in the fresco. She slowly backs out of the shop, 
the patron commenting as she leaves that she reacted as 
if she had just “seen the Devil, ” and enters the alleyway 
behind it. Immediately she realizes she is lost and wan- 
ders arotmd looking for the main square. She asks both 
a man standing on a comer and a woman looking out a 
window if they can assist her, but they both shun her. 
She hears laughter behind her.^ 

After a bit more roaming, Lisa runs into the store 
patron again, who is carrying both his dtimmy and the 
carousel. She asks him if 
he knows the way to the 
main square, and when he 
asks her what square, she 
hesitantly describes the 
one with the chthonic 
painting. He points her in 
one direction as he goes in 
the other. No sooner does 
she stroll around a corner 
and up some stairs than 
she is confronted by the 
man's dummy-turned- 
flesh^ (Espartaco Santoni), 
who calls her "Elena" and 
tells her, "You knew that 
I'd come back to you." 
When he clutches her, they 
struggle and he trips down 
the stairs, breaking his 
neck. Lisa runs away as 
the camera lingers on the 

man's pocket watch.^ 

Cut to night and Lisa standing beneath a street lamp. 
She sees the headli^ts of a car, a model from the 1920's, 
and races toward it. It stops as she approaches; as the 
chauffeur gets out to glance imder the hood, Lisa asks for 
a ride. After she explains her situation, the man in the 
back seat, Frank (Eduardo Fajardo), who is sitting coldly 
next to his wife Sophia (Sylva Koscina), agrees to give her 
a lift. She sits in the front seat with the chauffeur, 
George (Gabriele Tinti), and as they resume the drive, 
there are wary stares passed around. At one point, 
George adjusts his mirror to see Sophia, and Frank takes 
special note of it. 

The car breaks down outside a villa. George helps 
Sophia out (there is a close-up of their hands touching, 
which the husband again notices). The door to the man- 
sion opens and Lisa is shocked to see standing there the 
same man who had bought the "d umm y " He is the but- 
ler at this estate. As Frank illuminates to him his party's 
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problems, there is a female voice in the background who 
tells the butler, Alejandro, to send the people away. A 
young man. Max (Alessio Orano), appears and apologizes 
for his mother's inhospitality by explaining that they 
don't get many visitors out here. He runs in to his moth- 
er (Alida Valli) and asks the countess to let them stay. 
She gru dg in g ly accedes, but she makes Max send them to 
the nearby cottage. 

Led by the butler, they walk over a bridge to get to the 
dwelling. Alejandro offers Lisa a lollipop and asks her if 
she remembers him from earlier, to which she uncon- 
vincingly answers in the negative. Alejandio makes a 
joke when one guest complains about the shppery tei- 
lain: “Theie’s a bit of moss here — and theie — and 
everywhere.” George drives the automobile inside the 
gates of the manor.^ 

The next shot occurs after some time has elapsed. Lisa 
enters her room with a bath towel wrapped around her- 
self. While looking into a 
vanity mirror, she starts 
because she hears the 
music box again. A grand- 
father clock gongs, and in 
its glass, Sophia is shown 
sneaking around. She 
winds up in George's bed- 
room. They talk for a htde 
bit and smoke cigarettes, 

Sophia telling him that 
upon arrival, the first thing 
Frank did was look for a 
tub, and that her husband 
knows about the affair but 
is insouciant about it, 
quelling George’s anxiety. 

The pair embrace and 
make love.^ 

Lisa is now fuUy dressed 
but still seated at the mir- 
ror. She knocks something 
to the floor and notices it is 
the watch she had seen earlier lying near the man who 
had accosted her in the square. Then she sees his face at 
the window, and when she runs outside, she spots him 
perambulating stiffly across the property. She backs into 
Max, who tells her it was only Alejandro’s dummy, and 
when she looks again she sees the butler carrying the 
thing. Max goes into a lugubrious speech about how 
“this is such a gloomy house” and tells her, “you can’t 
imagine how happy I am now that you’re back.” 
“Backl ” she reasons. He pays no attention to her puzzle- 
ment; he just implores her not to go away. She says she 
doesn’t know him, but still obhvious to what she says, 
he remarks, “Everything’s so different with you here. I 
feel alive and happy. ” He is called by his mother and 
tells Lisa he’ll see her at dinner. 

After aU the formal introductions have been made and 
the guests are served, Max's mother cryptically inquires 
about who the "fifth guest" is, even though there is no 


one else present. Sophia talks about how “it’s so easy to 
imagine a mysterious visitor in this house. ” She goes on 
to opine that this is the perfect setting for a horror story, 
declaring, “I prefer ghosts to vampires, they’re so much 
more human.” A noise coming from upstairs startles 
them. It turns out to be a statuette that has been 
smashed in an unlit chamber, and the camera browses 
around that room for a while. The coimtess says, "I told 
you he'd be back. I was not introduced to the fifth guest, 
Maximilian.” Wheeling in a two-tier chocolate cake, 
Alejandro knocks over a wine bottle. He looks into the 
blood-like puddle and titters.^ 

Max takes a piece of the confection and goes upstairs; 
his mother has a chagrined look on her face. He goes into 
a dusty room from where a low moaning emanates, 
telling someone imseen he calls Elena: "Did you know he 
was back? You mustn't see him. . . I will not let him 
come between us again. He's caused enough anguish. 

He'll never enter this 
room." 

Alejandro goes out to see 
George, who is working on 
the car. The chauffeur tells 
him that the automobile is 
fixed and to tell the others 
to get ready to leave (to 
which the butler com- 
ments to himself, "Most 
things aren't that easy to 
mend"). Meanwhile Max 
has gone back downstairs 
into the study. To another 
absent person he mono- 
logues, “How could you 
come back. . . after what 
you’ve done to us. . . I 
never thought you’d have 
the courage. Why did you 
have to come back nowi 
Just when I found happi- 
ness. I won’t let you 
destroy everything. You can’t take her away again. ” 

In the parlor where the guests are seated, Frank asks 
Lisa if she will need a ride anywhere, but the butler says 
that Max wants her to stay. Tlie countess comes into the 
room and asks questions about Lisa. As she runs her 
hands over Lisa's countenance, Sophia observes that the 
matriarch is blind. As Alejandro describes Lisa in terms 
ostensibly familiar to both him and the countess, the 
elderly woman seems jealous. She warns, "You wouldn't 
listen when I told you to stay away. Now it's too late." 
At the same time. Max has opened a book in the study in 
which there is a picture of a woman identical to Lisa, 
imder which there is a message of love from "Elena" to 
"Carlo." Max bums this picture. 

Lisa stares at the musical carousel as the picture goes 
up in flames. She winds it up but there is no music. An 
impatient Sophia says to her husband “I am going out of 
my mind, ” so Frank says he will go out and check to see 
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how fax the chauffeur has progressed on the automobile. 
Alejandro walks in with a device playing the Rodrigo 
composition. Sophia hears the car horn and walks out as 
Alejandro stuffs the player inside die carousel, uttering, 
"7 find that invariably. Miss Lisa, there is a very simple 
explanation for almost everything. ” There is one brief 
segment with George under the hood, banging bis head 
when someone blows the horn. He goes around the car 
to look and no one is there. 

Lisa begins fantasizing about Elena's affair with Carlo. 
Elena/Lisa is running in a meadow. Carlo, the same man 
who had seized Lisa on the steps, appears behind her 
and states, “When I saw you, I had to come back and 
help you in some way. To give you life and happiness. ” 
They embrace. Cut to a shot of him laying her down in a 
room replete with mannequins.® Lisa begins to come out 
of her daydream, still focusing on the carousel. Max 
appears, swirling like one of the figurines, and he 
entreats her again: “Don't 
leave me, please. The 
thought of losing you 
brings me such sadness." 

They embrace, revolving 
like the carousel. Max 
becomes Carlo, who says 
“I waited so long for you, ” 
and it forces Lisa com- 
pletely out of the dream. 

The carousel has stopped 
at the skeletal figure of 
Death. 

When Sophia calls for 
George out by the car, only 
Frank is there. He con- 
fronts her about her 
involvement with the 
chauffeur, clutching her 
arm. "If this is your way of being a man, Frank, I'm very 
unimpressed." When he slaps her, she falls against the 
side door, opening it, and George's bloody torso spills out. 
There is a shot of the contessa walking down a hall with 
a pair of gore-streaked scissors in one hand. The next 
scene is of Sophia caressing George's head and sobbing 
“Why} Why}" Alejandro appears with the serving cart, 
which the men load the chaiiffeur's body onto. 

There is a sort of funeral procession, during which 
Sophia really breaks down. The guests march behind 
Alejandro to the cottage. Frank asks Max if he thinks 
they should call the police but the young man demurs. 
The butler says, “It’s not always wise to stir up the past. 
We all have some unforgivable secret. . . let us leave well 
enough alone. " Frank speculates that the miscreant 
must be the fifth guest the countess had inquired about 
at dinner. As if to corroborate that, there is a shot of 
Carlo looking down at the bloody scissors lying on a 
table, after which he goes into the room that Max had 
forbidden him from entering. 

Inside the chateau, the butler advises Frank to leave. 
Frank asks him if he thinks George found out something 


he wasn’t supposed to, to which Alejandro says “We all 
have enemies. . . and what better place to get rid of 
someone undesirable, ” clearly indicting Frank. “All you 
have to do is go and leave the corpse to us. ” He asks 
Frank for a cigarette, and after taking a drag. Max's 
mother comes down the staircase, causing the butler to 
shove the cigarette between the other man’s fingers and 
stuff his lollipop into his own mouth, exclaiming, “Sir, 
would you mind putting out those cigarettes. The smoke 
bothers the contessa. " She asks if Max and Lisa are 
together. They are. 

The two are out in the garden, and again Max begs her 
not to leave. He sounds suicidal. “Solitude is all hat 
awaits me. What else is there to live for} What else 
matters}" His mother shows up and questions his pride. 
Max returns with: “I only have the greatest regret for 
what I have not done." “We both know how it will 
end," the countess says, and he counters with, “You're 
wrong this time. . . it will 
be different.” She calls 
him a child, which shat- 
ters him. She drags him 
away. 

Lisa spies Alejandro 
walking into the chapel 
carrying a body. Suddenly 
a hand covers her mouth} 
it is Carlo’s. He tells her 
“For years I waited for this 
moment. We must leave 
from here . Wait for me. 
I’ll go see what he’s 
doing." He drifts toward 
the chapel and disappears 
in the enveloping fog. 
Curious to see what 
Alejandro is up to herself, 
lisa goes over to take a look. She sees him preparing a 
body in a coffin, a wreath over its head, while singing 
Auld Lang Syne. When he notices the feet sticking out 
too far, the butler breaks the ankles, malfing Lisa wince. 
And when he removes the wreath, the si^t of Carlo in 
the coffin makes her recoil. When she walks away, she 
sees the same man coming toward her, saying, "Elena, 
what's the matter, I heard you scream." She runs into the 
house and into the room full of dummies from her fanta- 
sy. Carlo springs out of nowhere seemingly, making her 
faint.9 He says, “Why did you run away from me,- 1 told 
you I want to help you. I love you. " 

Meanwhile, Sophia is pouring her love out to George’s 
corpse in the cottage. Frank comes in and pulls her 
away from him, saying, “If you’re through mourning 
your lover, we can leave. " He has to roughly grab her 
arm. When they get to the car, she tells him "I'm not 
coming with you. I'm staying here till George is buried." 
"We can do without the chauffeur," Frank assiures her. 
He opens the passenger door for her, and as he walks in 
front of the vehicle she slips into the driver's seat and 
puts the car in drive. She runs over him , puts the car in 
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reverse, runs over him again, and then repeats. Just for 
good measure, she does it a third time. Alejandro looks 
out the window of the chapel and observes the goings-on 
with approval.^® 

There is a brief shot of Carlo laying Lisa down on the 
floor, then he tells her how all the si^ering is over now. 
Almost immediately Carlo is bludgeoned to death with a 
table leg. Fresh from her own misdeed, Sophia walks in 
and witnesses the act, screams, then sprints out. She is 
chased and eventually cornered and bludgeoned in the 
same way, and the perpetrator is exposed: Max. After 
this, there is a momentary, moody shot of a ruminating 
countess. 

Alejandro walks into the room with a puppet that 
looks just like Carlo; its head is cracked. "The ceremony 
must go on. The countess is waiting — waiting to bury 
the dead." He places it in a chair and repairs the head, 
proceeding into a monologue which reveals that Carlo 
and the countess were married and Max was his stepson, 
then quipping about 
Carlo's "losing his head" 
over another woman. 

There is a sequence with 
the countess talking to 
Carlo in bis casket, 
lamenting the fact that he 
came back not for her but 
for Lisa.^^ Alejandro 
revives Lisa, taking mea- 
surements of her as she 
becomes conscious. She 
sees the dummy of Carlo 
and begins asking ques- 
tions. She is told that this 
is only a dummy and that 
the real Carlo is dead. She 
glides out of the room and 
winds up in the one with Sophia's corpse, over which the 
countess is crouched. She screams and runs again. The 
countess asks Alejandro if Lisa really looks like Elena, to 
which there is an emphatic "yes." She says they must 
find Lisa before Max does. 

Lisa runs into Max, thinking it is with him she will be 
safe. He says he will help her escape. When he brings her 
to his room and shows her "Elena," who is now a desic- 
cated corpse, Lisa can't conceal her horror, which Max 
piquantly interprets as jealousy over this “other 
woman” when he says, “She means nothing to me now. ” 
He tells Lisa, "She could have helped me. I begged her 
to." He chloroforms Lisa, announcing as he takes her 
clothes off and then his, "Now we'll always be together. 
It will be different with you, I know it will. It has to be. ” 
He then mounts her, but during the act he hears Elena's 
voice lau ghing at him, causing him to yell, "Leave me. . . 

I can't with you here." 

He exits the room, upsetting Carlo's casket, trashing 
the decorations and bellowing, "I hate the smell of death. 
We don't want funeral trimmings. This is a wedding cer- 
emony." He stumbles into his mother, who says he 


should abandon Lisa after what he did to Elena. His tu 
quoque is ripe with in dig nation^ and he blurts out that he 
avenged himself and his mother at the same time, pre- 
sumably by killing Carlo. Max admits to murdering the 
chauHeur because he was going to take Lisa with him. 
"Now they'll come looking for all those people," the 
countess predicts. She believes Max will be safe only if 
Lisa disappears. He hates it when she again calls him a 
child, perhaps because it reminds him of his inadequa- 
cies. He impales her in the chest with a candlestick 
pricket. 

Looking for Alejandro, Max goes to the dining room, 
where all the murdered victims are now sitting, including 
Elena's moldering body. There is a wedding cake with 
worms crawling on it. His mother appears, s ham blin g 
toward him. Ail his victims turn to gaze at him. He 
reels from their accusatory faces and falls out a window; 
Alejandro appears over the matriarch, who has j\ist col- 
lapsed on the sill, now a puppet. He declares, "TTiey just 
never stay put."*^ 

Lisa wakes up nude the 
next morning in a vegeta- 
tion-choked house. After 
getting dressed, she walks 
out to the long-neglected 
garden, where she spies a 
mannequin amidst the 
shattered sphinxes. It is in 
the likeness of Max, whom 
she hears calling, “Lisa, 
you shall never leave me. 
We'll always be together. 
Don’t go.” Some girls 
playing a game near the 
house accidentally toss 
their ball to her, and one 
cries, “She's a ghost. 
Everyone knows that. No one's lived there for a hundred 
years. ” 'They all run away. The ball rolls at Alejandro, 
who is standing on the street comer and is approached by 
the shopkeeper from whom he bought Carlo's dummy 
and the carousel. The store owner says, “Here you are, 
Mr. Alejandro. It's the best I could do. I had such a 
short notice. I do hope you think it's alright, sir. ” The 
butler responds with "I'm afraid it's too late, my friend. 
All too late."i3 j^j^a gets in a cab as the camera swiftly 
moves up the same cathedral edifices it had scaled down 
at the outset. 

The last scene features Lisa in an airplane. After lis- 
tening to the captain's instructions, she notices she is all 
alone on the 747, so she investigates all the cabins. 
There is a heartbeat on the soundtrack as she moves 
througji each compartment. When she gets to the back, 
she sees seated there all of Max’s victims, as well as Max 
himself She runs to the cockpit and is distressed to see 
Alejandro at the helm. When the camera cuts back to 
her, she is dressed like die doll the shopkeeper had tried 
to give Alejandro. A ghostly voice utters the name 
“Elena” and she slumps to the floor. Bmp like a puppet. 
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The credits trundle over Alejandro's face, still-framed. 

It should be obvious by the preceding summary and its 
footnotes that the doctored HE is quite baffling to grasp. 
Furthermore, some of the things it omits are important to 
the ori gin al film since they increase the understanding of 
it. This is particularly true of the final sequence on the 
plane, which seems to verify the allegory of Savalas as the 
Devil carting away the damned to HeU, UteraUy displayed 
with the mural and hinted at two other times when he 
leads the guests to their cottage and then in a funereal 
parade. In fact, the shot of "Lisa" transforming into the 
effigy of "Elena" suggests that perhaps she was Elena the 
entire time and had tried to elude her punishment, a pos- 
sibility unavailable in HE. This downbeat ending is more 
typical of European film s. Li HE the priest removes the 
demon from its victim and thus everything is bright 
again. Even what von 
Treuberg says to Savalas at 
the end of is indicative 
of a more happy denoue- 
ment, in which "good" tri- 
umphs over "evd" by suc- 
cessfully elu ding it. (On a 
less important, though no 
less intriguing, note, LD's 
finish provides a link to 
Bava's next film, Baron 
Blood, also 1972 and star- 
ring Elke Sommer, which 
begins on an airplane. And 
in that opening, Kathy 
Leone is briefly seen as a 
passenger, as if "eluding" 
the evil in her previous 
film for the director.) 

Some subtext is lost in 
HE, too. The pain the dead 
leave for the living, exemplified by the almost unbearable 
misery shown by Koscina over Tinti's demise, is much 
better expounded upon in LD. Likewise, Orano's frustra- 
tion over his sexual failings is made more pungent with 
his additional scenes in LD. On the lighter side, the 
scene missing in HE with the bouncing ball is an amus- 
ing reference to both Kill, Baby, Kill, 1966, and the story 
Federico Fellini directed for Spirits of the Dead, 1967, 
called "Toby Dammit," on which Bava served as the cine- 
mato^apher. 

One change that is actually welcome in HE, though it 
was certainly done by accident, is the depiction of 
Santoni as an apparition throughout much of the film, 
effected by not letting him exist in a scene by himself. I 
suppose it could be offered that the elimination of the 
two "red herring" sequences with Valli after Orano has 
committed his murders is agreeable, too. As mentioned 
earlier, HE does contain some moments that have been 
bowdlerized from the Venezuelan tape. There are really 
just four: a shot of Koscina's naked upper torso as Tinti 


goes down on her during their lovemaking; a similar shot 
of Sommer when Orano undresses her; and two of 
Koscina's bloody head after she's been beaten to death by 
Orano, one of which seems to show nails from the table 
leg poking out. 

Blessedly, both versions retain elements that con- 
tribute favorably to the work. One is the imbelievably 
perverse scene of quasi-necrophilia in Orano's bedroom, 
an elegant homage to The Honible Di. Hichcock, 1962. 
(Bava's movie is, in fact, a return to the kind of Gothic 
milieu he and Freda, as well as other Italians, wrapped 
around their films in the 60's. His own The Whip and the 
Body, 1963, parallels LD in many ways.) Another is the 
very subtle implication of incest between mother and 
son. Also intact, though 30 minutes tardier in HE, is the 
paralyzing first appearance of Santoni at the estate, the 
"face at the window" a device used often by Bava that 
can evoke terror in both young and old: for children, it 
represents the fear of just 
seeing something horrible; 
for adults, it's the reverse, 
the phobia of voyeurism. 

Sadly, the thing that 
seems to be the weakest in 
both films is the two lead- 
ing roles. Although 
Savalas' Devil is at times 
humorous and his perfor- 
mance on a par with his 
theatrics in Horror Express, 
1972 (his diatribe against 
what it is like being a 
"poor Devil" ["All this tra- 
dition. . . I wouldn't mind 
if I had any"] is remarkably 
poignant), his flamboyant 
persona seems to be out of 
place in an otherwise 
morosely introspective 
film. Or perhaps that was the point of having him there. 
Sommer's phlegmatic, almost dialogue-free part is worse, 
however: the sense of her as perpetual victim is always 
cloyingly prevalent, with the action always happening to 
her. Like Savalas, it's not Sommer's fault, for she does 
much with what she has, but her character in the inferior 
Baron Blood was much more energetic. 

Savalas and Sommer were not the only actors that 
worked in other horror films. The distinguished Alida 
Valli is the most recognizable (she was in Tender Dracula, 
1974, and Suspiria, 1976, to name just two), but some of 
the others contributed their fair share to Italian terror cin- 
ema: Eduardo Fajardo (Murder Mansion, 1972, and City of 
the Walking Dead, 1980), Sylva Koscina (Uncle was a 
Vampire, 1959, and The Slasher. . . is the Sex Maniac, 
1976), Gabriele Tinti (The Sexorcist, 1974, and Trap 
Them and Kill Them, 1977). And Bava's son Lamberto, 
who has fashioned his own up (Macabre, 1980, A Blade in 
the Dark, 1983, and Dinner with a Vampire, 1989) and 
down (Demons, 1986, Demons 2, 1987, and Graveyard 
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Disturbance, 1987) career, was assistant director here. He 
had actually worked in this capacity for his father since 
as early as Planet of the Vampires (1965) and Kill, Baby, 
KiU.a 


FOOTNOTES 

1. The opening credits of HE are superimposed over first the illustration 
of a house with a window glowing and then an illustration of the pos- 
sessed Elke Sommer with a cross emblazoned on her face. The accom- 
panying music is much more melodramatic and brassy than ID'S, recall- 
ing the adulterations Les Baxter did to Bava AIP pictures, despite the 
fact that both renderings credit the same man. Carlo Savina, with creat- 
ing the score. Hereafter, both versions impressively use various arrange- 
ments of Rodrigo's Conderto de Azanfuez throu^out. 

2. In HE in place of the endless wandering when Sommer leaves the 
store the ensuing scene is one that is very craftily sewn into the fabric of 
the film, unlike the jarring episodes to come in the hospital. Von 
TVeuberg whispers in the ear of what is probably a Savalas stand-in 
(since we only see bim from the back and he mumbles his responses) 
that he should "use that girl tonight." Von Treuberg seardies for a bust 
he made of "Elena," and when he finds it, his confidant slaps it to the 
floor. Concurrently, Sommer collapses onto the pavement of the 
square, surrounded by concerned citizens, including Leone, and is 
approached by a priest, Robert Alda (here as "Father Michael"). 
Sommer is loaded into an ambulance and given a tranquilizer. It is her 
own demonic laugh she hears in HE instead of the nebulous chortle in 
ID. 

3. HE drives the point home by flashing a few times to the dummy 
Savalas was holding. 

4. HE segues to a doctor looking at his own watch as he takes 
Sommer's pulse. Outside Sommer's hospital room, Leone talks to the 
priest, pvplaining that she only just met Sommer on the tour, and then 
she leaves. The possessed Sommer, meanwhile, has scratched the doc- 
tor, ye lling in hM now transformed, guttural voice: "Take your shitty 
hands off me." When Alda enters the room, she calls him a "son-of-a- 
bitdi" and says his hands "stink of incense." She tells him "It's her 
turn now, and this time she'll suffer." When he calls her by name, she 
says, "I'm not Lisa, you stupid pig. . . I never was. . . you prick." He 
motions to leave but her voice softens, pleading to him to stay. The 
doctor's turning off of the celling globe light transitions into the next, 
■similar imag e. 

5. For some reason, in HE Tinti secures the automobile before the 
guests are brought to the cottage. In addition, there is an interlude 
between the two scenes; the doctor shows Sommer's electroencephalo- 
gram to Alda, rnmmpnring that it looks normal, the priest's theory, of 
course, is that these manifestations in Sommer are coming from "the 
dark area of the unconscious. . . the soul." 

6. In this intermission, there is more chit chat between the priest and 
doctor, and then Sommer erupts in a tantrum, throwing the whole hos- 
pital wing into chaos. After some gymnastics by her stunt double, 
Sommer is strapped down and wheeled off, yelling to the priest, 
"Miserable fucking bastard. . . you won't use me in your games 
tonight." She also recites in a mimicking voice, "Dinner is served" 
because the next scene in ID is moved wholly to later on in HE; here 
the next scene is the one in which Savalas gives the guests supper. 

7. HE'S segue here is the most amusing of the bastardized product: from 
the wine to Sommer's inevitable vomit on the hospital floor, Sommer 
does Linda Blair's trademark shtick. This interlude also feattires some 
of the funniest lines from So mmer . While Alda is reading "The Lnrd's 
Prayer," So mmer projects puke all over his head, shouting, "There's 
your fucking daily bread. Eat it. . . like you did those whores' cxmts 
before you became a priest." When he asks the thing possessing her, 
"Who are you, infernal demon," she says, "I am the asshole of the 
world. The primordial beast. I am the blood, the sweat, the qierm, 
from the beginning." Then she alternates by telling him she is Elena, "a 
whore, like the ones you used to fuck." And when he asks the "demon" 
where it came from, she says, "From adultery. . . and from incest." 
When pressed further with the same question, she says, "From a cunt. 


you jerk!" Savalas' tittering when HE switches back to the main story is 
fitting. 

8. Since her woolgathering is deleted in HE, Sommer's fantasy plays out 
during Orano's incineration of the picture, so it must be assumed in this 
version that it is bis fantasy. 

Another intermission occurs right after this, and it starts with 
Sommer telling the priest that it was because Max was impotent that 
she had to have sex with Carlo. "Do you really know what it means, 
priest, for a woman to long for a cock?" she queries. "Do you know 
how homy a virgin gets?" She said it was because of Valli, "that rotten 
old bitch," that Max was dysfunctional. She adds that Valli "had bei 
prick. . . and she loved it too. . . I used to spy on them. . . I saw how she 
wriggled and moved. . . those flabby old hips and that sa gging ass. But I 
took her Carlo and I balled the shit out of him." When Alda orders her 
to tell Him where all this happened, she says, "Don't break my balls, 
priest." Finally she reveals that all this has happened before and "is 
about to hqjpen again." This part almost makes one think that Stanley 
Kubrick saw HE before he misconceived Stephen King's Hie Shining, 
1980. 

9. At this interval in HE, Sommer requests some water. When .Alda 
goes to pour it, the plastic cup skitters across the floor and he hears the 
sound of a car accident, making him remember the wreck that killed a 
former lover, Anna (Carmen Silva). Sommer transforms into her. She 
talks to him of starting "all over again," an endeavor to tempt him from 
his holy task, hi possibly the only truly effective inserted moment in 
HE, .Alda's anguish is wrenching. Silva gets off the gurney onto the 
puke-soaked floor and reminds him how he "used to wallow inside 
[her]. . . it wasn't a sin then." He finally gets her to turn back into 
Sommer. She says, "The only way to get rid of guilt is by accqiting love 
— and death — and sin. And I can take you where it's aU happening. 
Adultery — and incest — and murder — and death — and love, Mr. 
Priest, love." 

10. This is the briefest break, about twenty seconds. Basically, Sommer 
tells Alda that his religion is no match for the horror that has gone on at 
the villa. "No blessing, no prayer has reached that house. They're 
damned forever." 

Curiously, like those mentioned in foomote 5, here there are some 
scenes that are rearranged. The murder of Fajardo actually occurs right 
after the already-tnmcated funeral procession, as if the editor didn't 
think the audience could remember what motivated Koscina to do it if 
it happened much later. Therefore, the succinct possession intemqition 
here actually occurs eailiei than footnote 9. 

Ri^t after this brief interruption, which is at about the 20-minute 
mark of HE, is placed the sequence that occurred at about the 20- 
minute mark of ID in which Sommer observes Santoni's watch, his face 
at the window, and then his entire person outside (again an imderesti- 
mation of the audience's intelligence?). And when Sommer backs away 
from Santoni, instead of bumping into Max she observes Savalas carry- 
ing the dummy into the chapel, after which she calmly walks over riiere 
to witness his breaking Santoni's ankles, etc. An unnecessarily confus- 
ing mess, to be sure. 

11. In HE, supplanting this is a sequence running exactly the same 
length with Sommer telling Alda, "Every night for fifty years this has 
been our Hell. . . murder and adultery, an evil game played by the 
Devil." 

12. "An impotent little puppet," croaks the controlled Sommer to Alda. 
After she reveals to the priest where the house is, he begins exorcising 
her as incidental music flows, making his incantations mute. She pro- 
ceeds to spit out bile and toads. 

13. What von TVeuberg says in HE is different from what he says in ID. 
"She's getting away. That's another one we're losing. Should I try a 
change of clothes, that works sometimes. Maybe — maybe the outfit 
she had on when she and Carlo were running away?" Savalas' reply is 
the same. 

The ending of HE is extremely anticlimactic. Alda arrives at a 
chintzy recreation of Orano's room, now bare, and begins the exorcism, 
wa ving his aspergill around. Elena's rotted corpse and the bed it was 
inhabiting materialize, snakes slithering in and out of her skull. Alda's 
breviary goes up in flames as the serpents fly at him; he manages to ban- 
ish all the spirits but is burnt to a crisp himself, for no good reason other 
than to emulate the sacrifice of Jason Miller at the end of The Exordst. 
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Hdgaline 

Actress 


WEST GERMAN-BORN ACTRESS HELGA LINE IS NOT 
just another pretty face. While this star of European cine- 
ma could easily get by on her exotic good-looks alone, 
Ms. Lind always brou^t to her roles a spark that made 
the performances of her competitors pale in comparison. 
In many of her films she embodied the predatory female, 
perhaps best illustrated by her character in Honor Rises 
from the Tomb (1972). Alongside Paul Naschy, she is the 
resurrected consort of a vicious 15th-century evildoer 
who must eat human hearts to continue her existence. 

Although first spotted by most European horror fans in 
Mario Caiano's Nightmare Castle (1965) as the scheming 
mistress of Paul Muller, and holding her own alongside 
horror legend Barbara Steele, the versatile Ms. Lind has 
also appeared in straight adventure films, sexploitation 
efforts, Italian fames Bond rip-offs, giallo thrillers and 


numerous peplmns. She even occasionally went South- 
of-the-Border to pop-up in the most unhkehest of places 
— once in a movie with the old Silver Masked Man him- 
self, called Santo vs. Dr. Death (1973)1 A non-horror title 
that is a personal favorite of mine is CiuUano Carmineo's 
Fuori Uno Sotto Un Altro. . . Arriva if Passatore (1973) 
where she puts in a delightful cameo near the end (as a 
cigar-smoking aristocrat!), although many male admirers 
may prefer her bikini-clad prancing about in When the 
Screaming Stops (1972). 

Whatever subgenre your tastes may lean towards, 
chances are that it is richer for Helga Lind having worked 
in it. She claimed in a 1975 interview to have appeared in 
78 feature films. Seeing as she continued working 
through the eighties, the final tally could add up to con- 
siderably more (say, 140). Let's hope so. ■ 
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THE FANZINE IS A PHENOMENON THAT KNOWS NO 
international boundaries. With this fourth installment of 
our regular fanzines col umn^ we'll take a closer look at 
what some editors outside the confines of the U.S. are 
paying attention to. And as we seem to be through the 
worst of the recession here in the states, some new titles 
have appeared to replace the established ones that have 
sadly faded into oblivion. We'll be ta king a peek at some 
of those too. 


COLD SWEAT 
Ttevor Barley 

26 Salfoid Road, Old l^larston, Oxford, 0X3 
ORY, England 

HERE'S AN ALWAYS INTERESTING AND PROFUSELY 
illustrated Uttle photocopy zine for European horror film 
fanatics. Recent issues have run some great stuff like an 
informative article on Italian TV by Max Della Mora, 
scads of capsule reviews {Czimes of the the Black Cat, 
Giulia, The Short Night of the Glass Dolls) and plenty of 
those sexy/gory Italian comics (with Greek word bal- 
loons!). Trevor doesn't seem to offer subscriptions but 
issues 1-8 are all available for £1.50 each (write the editor 
to find out what the cost would be to U.S. readers). 


PANICOS! 

Steve F^tone 

P.O. Box 742, Station Q, Toronto, Ontario, 
M4T 21V5, Canada 

YOW! IF YOU'RE THINKING ABOUT EXPLORING 
Mexican cinema, this publication is essential! Never in 
my life have I seen such a wealth of information jammed 
into digest-sized pages! The latest issue, #3, has the 
definitive "Santography," scores of well-written reviews 
{Santo contra el Espectro del Estrangalador, El Costello 
de los Monstruos, La Senora Muertej, additions to the 
Rene Cardona filmography published in the previous 
issue, Tin Tan, Federico Curiel, Mil Mascaras and even 
some letters! The wacky layouts are designed in the spir- 
it of these outrageous film s and, I just love that appropri- 
ately silver foil-stamped cover! Send your dead presidents 
to Steve right away. I guarantee it'll be the best $5.00 
you'll ever spend! 


IMAGINATOR 
Ken Miller 

Unit 1, Hawk House, Peregrine Park, Gomm 
Road, High Wycombe, Buckinghamshire, 
HP13 7DL UK 

A FIRST RATE, SEMI-PROFESSIONAL ZINE PRINTED 
on slick papers that comes from the other side of the 
Atlantic. Number 7 is a special on Oriental Action 
Movies that talks at length about everything from Barry 
Prima to John Woo and A Chinese Ghost Story II to 
Watch Out, Crimson Bat! Nice halftone reproduction, 
clean layouts, reader letters and even zine reviews make 
Ken's IMAGINATOR a winner! Sin^e copies cost £1.95 plus 
25p (UK)/$6.00 here in the U.S. 


DREADFUL PLEASURES 
Mike Accomando 

650 Prospect Avenue, Fairview, NJ 07022 

THIS ONE DOES A GREAT JOB RECAPTURING WHAT 
the movie-going e^^eiience (for better or worse) was all 
about in the Seventies. Mike peppers his zine with some 
vintage ads that will have you yearning for those long- 
gone days and leave you wondering what the hell has 
happened to theaters today. Reviews [The Ribald Tales 
of Robin Hood, Spasmo, The Beast of the Yellow Night), 
mini-filmographies and more. The cost is a mere $2.00 
per issue. 


ASIAN TRASH CINEMA 
Craig Ledbetter and Tbm Weisser 
Box 5367, Kingwood, TX 77325 

TO USE THE EDITOR'S OWN WORDS, "THE BASTARD 
stepbrother" of European Trash Cinema, this one lives 
up to that lofty comparison as it's every bit as good as its 
semi-legendary predecessor. Asian Trash Cinema picks- 
up where Naked! Screaming! Terror! #4/5 left off with a 
greatly expanded "The Dead and the Deadly," Tom's 
incredible encyclopedic guide to the Hong Kong 
horror/exploitation scene. Future issues promise to cover 
Japan. Hopefully we'll get more eye-popping pictures of 
sexy Evelyn Kraft {Goliathon)\ Subscriptions are $15 for 
4 issues in the U.S. (or $4.50 for a single postpaid copy). 
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AYideoSmoigasbord 


ANY VIDEO 
collector 
worth his 
salt is proba- 
bly familiar 
with this 
outfit by 
now. Video 
Search of 
Miami came 
seemingly 
out of no- 
where two 
years ago and 
quickly 
developed 
into one of 
the giants of 
the video mail order biz. 

Forget ordering from 
those guys who lose your 
checks, hold your money 
for ransom permanently, or 
hand out endless excuses 
that insult your intelli- 
gence. Owner Pompano 
Joe Torrez delivers the 
goods in a timely (or 
should I say, lightning 
fast?) and professional 
manner. 

What's more, Pompano 
has European horror films 1 
never in a million years 
thou^t I would live to see, 
like the obscure German 
vampire film Jonathan, 
Joseph Larraz's La Momia 
Nacional, and even an 
uncut print of The House 
That Scieamed just to 
name a few! 

Just be aware that many 
of the harder to find titles 
are oftentimes converted 
from a foreign standard 
(meaning: don't expect 


crystal clear, 
laserdisc-like 
quality from 
some of these). 
But if you can 
get past this 
shortcoming, 
you're in for 
some real treats 
(or, if you're 
dissatisfied, get 
with the owner 
and work out 
another 
arrangement)! 

And there's 
good news for 
foreign fans! 
Both PAL and SECAM 
tapes are available as well. 
Can't afford to wait? You 
can phone in your orders at 
(305) 387-6807. 

The only thing that is 
hard to e3q>lain is the one 
time, non-refundable 
charge of $10. I see no 
need for a retainer fee, so 
perhaps this is to cover the 
cost of the catalogs? 
Nevertheless, VSM is a 
class act in my opinion and 
comes highly recommend- 
ed! 



The Vdeooze 5-$TAR 
■UubgSvsien 

***** 

Top-BOtch, best tpiality, 
price aed service 
available 


EiceptioBBi, higbljr 
recomaiPBded 

★★★ 

CoMpeteati worth 
looklBg into 

*★ 

PassMile, better thaa 
ootfaiBg 

* 

iBferlor, save yeor 
fflceey 


Itata 


Video Seuch of 9km 
P.O. B0I16-1917 
Mlanl, FL 33116-1917 
★★★★ 

Poos: Fast as6 reliable 
sarriee via Priority Mall. 
Fraa catalogs with a vast 
solaetloa that blows the 
coMpetttloB oat of tha 


Cobs: Obo of tha biggest 
grawbaeks Is cast. M 
$25 a pop (piBS shIppiBg), 
VSM Is OBS af tha bigbost 
prices vlSao aiall oriar 
cowpaBies aroBod. 


PseikpslleiiM 

HERE WE GO AGAIN! 
It's the third addendum to 
our continuing A-Z list of 
stage names. 

MIRIAM BARRIOS 
Esmerelda Barrios 

MARIO CAIANO 
Allan Grunewald 
William Hawkins 
Mike Perkins 

GIUUANO CARMINEO 
Anthony Ascott 
Jules Harris 
Jules Harrisson 
Jules Harrison 
Julius Harrison 

ANTONIO DE TEFFE 
Anthony Steffen 

IDAGALLI 
Elaine Stewart 
Evelyn Stewart 
Evelyne Stewart 

GIULIANO GEMMA 
John Wade 
Montgomery Wood 

ENZO GIROLAMI 
Enzo G. Castellari 
E.G. Roland 
E.G. Rowland 
John Wilder 

BARBARA GUTCHER 
Barbara Bouchet 

LUCIANO PIGOZZI 
Alan Collins 
Alan C. Walker 

CARLOS QUINEY 
Charles Quiney 
Charles Quince 

IVANRASSIMOV 
Sean Todd 

LUCIANO STELLA 
Tony Kendall 

DIANIK ZURAKOWSKA 


Diane Konopka 
Vickie Nesbitt 
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John Nicholls, Gerard 
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Weldon and Conrad 
Widener. ■ 

kcloiinileilpsiits 

ALL PHOTOS COURTESY 
of the ViDEOOZE Archives 
except: Page 9 (Harry 
Dolezal) and pages 19-24 
(Lome Marshall). ■ 


Cuing Up 

Erzebet Bathory: "The 
Bloody Countess" 

Suzy Kendall mini- 
profile 

German Edgar 
Wallace thrillers 

More Euro-reviews 
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The depravities of the Countess Ersebet Bathory are the stuff of legend, as lllustratad by this scene from Paolo 
Solway’s TVie DeWf% Mfedd/ng Might. Join us when we chronicle all the fllmie adaptations In a future Issue. 







